Winston-Salem.  N.C. 


Who   was   that   lady   I   saw   you   eating    with   last 
night? 

That  was  no  lady,  that  was  my  knife. 

— Exchange 


Dear  Son, 

I  just  read  in  the  paper  that  students  who  don't 
smoke  make  much  higher  grades  than  those  who  do. 
This  is  something  for  you  to  think  about. 

Love, 

FATHER. 
Dear  Father, 

I  have  thought  about  it.  But  truthfully  I  would 
rather  make  a  B  and  have  the  enjoyment  of  smoking; 
in  fact  I  would  rather  smoke  and  drink  and  make  a 
C.  Furthermore,  I  would  rather  smoke  and  drink  and 
neck  and  make  a  D. 


Love, 


SON. 


Dear  Son, 

I'll  break  your  neck  if  you  flunk  anything. 

Your 
FATHER. 
— Kansas  Sour  Owl 


"Pardon  me,  does  this  train  stop  at  Tenth  Street?" 
"Yes;   watch  me  and  get  off  one  station  before  1 


do. 


'Thank  you." 


-Rice  Owl 


ALWAYS  A  BUSINESS  MAN 

Abraham  was  passing  away,  and  around  him  mem- 
bers of  his  family  were  grouped,  weeping  and  praying. 
His  lips  moved.  "Wife,  is  everybody  here?" 

"Yes,  dear,  we  are  all  here." 

"Are  you  sure,  wife?  Is  Moses  here?  And  Reu- 
ben and  Rebecca  and  little  Ikey?" 

"Yes,  father,  we  are  all  here,"  sobbed  Rachel. 

"Just  as  I  thought,"  moaned  the  old  Hebrew  as 
he  turned  over.  "I  am  not  dead  yet,  and  already  they 
all  neglect  the  store."  — Log 


Anxious — Darling,  you  should  be  kinder  to  me. 
Think  of  my  presents. 

Babie — Yes,  but  if  I'm  any  kinder  to  you.  think 
of  my  past.  — J ack-O -Lantern 


Caller — Is  your  mother  engaged? 
Little  Boy — I  think  she's  married. 


lack-O-Lantern 


CAL  CAMPUS 

defines  ''GANGPLANK'' 


"There's  our  gang's  plank!" 

WHILE 

SAILING   AMERICAN 

TO  EUROPE 

C^'^^J^  V  AL  isn't  so  very  smart 
when  ship  terms  face  him — 
I  but  the  boy  certainly  knows 

...  —  y^ozf' to  travel!  In  fact,  anyone 
y  \S«_<^  who  sails  American  in  these 

\^f«  palmy  days  shows  intelli- 
▼  ™  gence  plus!  For  these  great 
American  ships  have  what  it  takes  to 
journey  in  the  smart  American  manner! 
The  Washington  and  Manhattan,  in 
service  but  a  short  time,  have  proved  the 
sensations  of  the  sea!  People  seem  to  like 
their  broad  decks,  air-conditioned  dining 
salons  (an  exclusive  feature  in  transatlantic 
travel),  unusually  spacious  cabins  —  all 
with  real  Simmons  beds,  tiled  swimming 
pool  and  many  other  features  so  distinctly 
American!  Rates  are  surprisingly  low  for 
such  great  comfort  and  luxury,  too !  Cabin 
Class  $176  one  way;  $326  round  trip. 
TouristClass  $119  one  way;  $215  round  trip. 
On  the  popular  Pres.  Harding  and  Pres. 
Roosevelt,  informality,  ease  and  comfort 
are  stressed.  In  Cabin  Class — highest  on 
the  ship — you  enjoy  the  top  decks,  the 
finest  cabins — the  very  best  the  ship  offers 
— at  remarkably  modest  fares!  $133  one 
way;  $247  round  trip. 

Weekly  sailings  to  Cobb,  Plymouth, 
Havre  and  Hamburg.  Apply  to  your 
travel  agent.  His  services  are  free. 

UNITED    STATES 
LINES 

toCalifo, 


Pacific  Li 
States  Li 


Associated  with  A 
Merchant,  Baltimoi 
Lines  to  Europe;  I 


namaPacificandUnil 
216  North  Michigan  Avenue,  Chicago 
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designs  the    World's  Finest   Tennis   Racket 

Rated  the  world's  greatest  tennis  player  in 
1932,  the  most  popular  professional  player  in 
1934 — he  makes  a  most  important  contribu- 
tion in  a  new  principle  of  balancing  —  not 
static    balance    but    live,    swinging    balance. 


Personal 

Model  AA 
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A   LARGE  SELECTION   OF 

FINE  TENNIS  RACKETS 

COMPLETE 

GOLF  ->«>  TENNIS 

EQUIPMENT 


GOLF  CLUBS 

From  $1.00 

Golf  Bags  $2.50  up 


GOLF  BALLS 

25c  -  35c  -  50c  -  75c 

Lower  by  Dozen 
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Orrington  Hotel 
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Who  was  that  lady  I  saw  you  with  last  night? 
That  was  no  lady.    That  was  a  Phi  Psi. 


ONE  ON  THE  ARMY 

Lawyer:  You  want  to  divorce  this  woman?  Can 
you  name  any  corespondents? 

King  Solomon :  Not  offhand,  of  course,  but  I 
strongly  suspect  the  97th  Regiment  of  the  Royal 
Light  Infantry.  — Texas  Ranger 


He:  Only  a  mother  could  love  a  face  like  that. 
She:  I'm  about  to  inherit  a  fortune. 
He:   I'm  about  to  become  a  mother. 

— Bored  Walk 


And  in  England  they  say  that  a  husband  is  the 
legally  appointed  audience  of  his  wife.  Why  mention 
England?  — Yellow  Jacket 


'Why  do  you  look  so  pained?" 
'I'm  lazy." 

'What's  that  got  to  do  with  it?" 
'I'm  sittin'  on  a  cigarette." 


A  soldier  went  to  his  colonel  and  asked  for  leave 
to  go  home  to  help  his  wife  with  the  spring  cleaning. 

"I  don't  like  to  refuse  you,"  said  the  colonel,  "but 
I've  just  received  a  letter  from  your  wife  saying  that 
you  arc  no  use  around  the  house." 

The  soldier  saluted  and  turned  to  go.  At  the  door 
he  stopped  and  remarked: 

"Colonel,  there  are  two  people  in  this  regiment 
who  handle  the  truth  loosely  and  I  am  one  of  them. 
I'm  not  married."  — Awgwan 


A  ventriloquist  attended  the  burial  of  a  negro  down 
south,  unknown  to  the  other  mourners.  Later  a  negro 
is  heard  giving  an  account  of  the  event. 

"Yes,  as  dey  was  bout  to  lowah  Tom  in  de  grave," 
he  said,  "Tom  says.  'Lemmc  down  easy,  boys  I'  " 

"And  did  they  bury  him  after  that?"  asked  a 
listener. 

"How  the  hell  does  Ah  know?"  came  the  reply. 

— Widow 


He:    I  loved  you  more  than  you  know. 
She:    How   dare  you  take   advantage   of  me   when 
I  was  drunk?  — Lord  Jeff 
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EDITORIAL 

We  thank  the  student  body  for  the  favorable  recep- 
tion of  last  month's  PURPLE  PARROT.  We  worked  on 
a  hunch,  and  put  out  a  magazine  that  was  different  in 
many  respects  from  former  issues,  expecting  you  to 
glance  through  and  throw  it  aside.  Obviously  you  did 
not.  From  all  sides  came  comments,  almost  unani- 
mously in  favor  of  the  new  editorial  and  art  policy. 
It  so  encouraged  us  that  we  set  to  work  with  an  in- 
creased vigor  and  enthusiasm  that  we  hope  has  shown 
itself  in  a  better  magazine  this  month. 

We  wish  to  acknowledge  the  many  contributors  in 
the  last  two  issues:  Bob  Morris.  Art  Bamford.  Mar- 
garet Brown.  Tom  Carmody,  Pat  Patillo,  Jack  Shan- 
non, and  Helen  Holton  for  their  excellent  articles 
and  short  stories:  Fred  Niemann,  Bill  Tucker,  George 
Whitford,  and  Chuck  Wiedeman  for  their  unceasing 
help  and  advice:  and  the  entire  editorial  and  secretarial 
staff  for  their  assistance  and  support. 

With  this,  our  second  and  last  issue,  we  introduce 
George  Stinson,  and  offer  him  the  well-worn  editor's 
chair  for  the  remaining  issue  of  the  year.  We  can  assure 
him  that  editing  the  PARROT  entails  a  great  deal  of 
work,  and  an  equal  amount  of  enjoyment,  and  our 
parting  wish  is  that  he  may  profit  by  our  experience, 
which  includes  not  a  few  mistakes. 

In  the  words  of  the  speaker  who  leaves  the  stage 
hoping  that  he  has  not  failed  to  win  his  point,  we 
thank  you! 

GENEVIEVE  SMITH 
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•  We  go  to  press  with  the  conviction  that  Northwestern  needs  a  Union 
building  and  that  the  student  body  is  behind  the  idea  with  enough  en- 
thusiasm to  put  it  across.  We  feel  that  it  is  not  a  wild  dream,  but  a 
necessary  and  a  highly  practicable  improvement  to  the  university. 

Financially,  it  presents  a  problem.  As  a  matter  of  policy,  no  build- 
ing on  campus  may  be  built  at  a  cost  of  less  than  $500,000.  A  worth- 
while Union  building  could  not  be  built  for  that.  As  the  university  is 
far  from  able  to  back  such  a  project,  the  responsibility  of  a  student  build- 
ing is  placed  directly  on  the  student  body.  We  feel  that  the  student  body 
is  not  only  anxious  to  assume  the  responsibility,  but  capable. 

The  idea  of  a  Union  building  is  not  new,  but  neglected.  Already 
there  is  set  aside  some  $125,000  for  a  vague  Women's  building  to  be 
built  on  Sheridan  Road  east  of  the  sorority  quads.  The  consensus  of 
opinion  of  Northwestern  women  is  that  they  definitely  want  a  Union 
building  that  is  not  limited  in  its  scope.  With  sufficient  pressure,  the  funds 
might  be  transferred.  Each  year  Waa-Mu  turns  forty  percent  of  its  pro- 
ceeds to  W.  A.  A.,  of  which  twenty  percent  is  placed  in  the  fund  for  the 
Women's  building.  This  year,  through  the  E.  C.  A.,  it  was  agreed  that  ten 
percent  of  the  profits  of  all  parties  exceeding  3  50  couples  be  contributed  to 
a  new  Union  building.    This,  however,  need  never  exceed  ten  dollars. 

A  superficial  investigation  of  methods  employed  in  other  schools  to 
finance  their  student  buildings  shows  that  in  most  cases  a  yearly  assess- 
ment is  placed  on  tuition  bills  usually  amounting  to  no  more  than  two 
dollars  a  semester.  With  the  existing  antagonism  at  Northwestern  to- 
wards the  twenty  dollar  graduation  fee.  we  are  under  the  impression  that 
the  administration  would  hesitate  to  tax  the  student  tuition  further  unless 
the  suggestion  came  from  the  students  themselves.  At  Wisconsin  each 
student  is  proud  to  claim  that  he  owns  a  stone  in  the  Union  building.  Are 
we  hasty  in  presuming  that  Northwesternites  would  be  proud  to  have  a 
stone  in  a  building  of  their  own? 

With  the  evident  interest  in  such  a  building  a  Union  Ball  should 
find  the  support  of  the  school.  In  the  past  Northwestern  has  been 
ingenious  enough  to  devise  such  means  as  the  circus  to  raise  funds.  Every 
year  the  Senior  class  donates  a  gift  to  the  school.  Is  there  a  tradition  that 
would  dictate  against  turning  stone  benches  and  clocks  into  a  potential 
Union  building? 

A  tax  of  twenty-five  cents  per  couple  on  all  major  party  bids,  popu- 
larized as  the  Union  tax  would  mean  $500  by  the  end  of  a  year  and 
show  a  definite  spirit  of  cooperation  and  ambition.  It  is  not  until  the 
students  assert  themselves  that  the  administration  will  take  action.  Only 
when  this  assertion  results  in  a  concrete  sum  as  a  foundation  to  work  on, 
can  we  appeal  to  the  alumni  and  those  interested  in  the  welfare  of  North- 
western for  the  contributions  that  will  crystalize  into  a  Union  Building. 

Through  the  activities  carried  on  in  the  building,  the  most  expen- 
sive parts  would  be  self-supporting.  It  has  been  intimated  by  the  Waa-Mu 
board  that  the  rent  paid  each  year  to  the  National  Kindergarten  School 
would  practically  support  the  auditorium.  For  want  of  seating  capacity 
this  year,  more  people  were  turned  away  from  the  doors  than  were  seated 
at  the  last  two  performances  of  the  show.  Forty  percent  of  the  proceeds 
which  are  turned  over  for  the  upkeep  of  the  present  Union  building  would 
automatically  go  for  the  use  of  the  proposed  one.  The  ballroom,  whether 
it  were  used  for  informal  monthly  or  major  parties,  would  be  self-sup- 
porting. The  food  shop  would  have  a  constant  income.  Freshman  Week, 
Dad's  Day — all  University  functions  now  forced  to  use  off-campus 
facilities,  would  contribute  to  the  support  of  the  building. 

We  have  attempted  to  show  that  the  idea  of  a  Union  building  is 
not  only  academically  and  socially  practical,  but  financially  possible.  It 
but  remains  for  the  students  of  Northwestern  University  to  generate 
sufficient  enthusiasm  to  awaken  the  administration  and  patrons  of  the 
University  to  the  need.  THE  EDITOR 
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By  HELEN  HOLTON 


SPRING  JITTERS 


and  Gyrations.  This 
Goes  On  — and  On 


( 


'Lo  Jack  howaryou  sure  I'm  going  down  to  Com- 
merce yeah  same  old  thing  it's  a  shame  too  when  it's 
so  doggone  grand  out  'Lo  Bud  he  looks  like  he'd  just 
gotten  up  maybe  he  did  though  eight  o'clocks  are 
nightmares  on  Monday  mornings  aren't  they  'Lo  Jean 
those  red  bows  look  awfully  silly  in  her  blonde  hair 
sorta  like  your  little  sister  or  haven't  you  got  any  no  I 
mean  the  sister  not  the  bows  oh  that's  right  I  forgot 
who  me  oh  that's  different  I'm  a  brunette  'Lo  Art 
watch  out  for  that  puddle  this  is  one  of  those  puddle 
conscious  days  you  know  puddles  are  just  dumb  things 
there's  no  excuse  for  things  that  are  so  spread  out  and 
messy  like  a  dog's  breakfast  and  not  worth  a  damn  ex- 
cept to  make  you  watch  where  you're  going  but  I'd 
much  rather  be  surprised  except  of  course  when  there's 
a  puddle  there  Lo  Ruth  oh  damn  and  on  my  new 
white  shoes  too  Lo  Jane  Lo  Bud  they're  quite  a  cute 
couple  aren't  they  get  more  accomplished  just  playing 
oh  well  love  kills  time  though  'Lo  Fred  where  the 
devil  is  my  handkerchief  I  feel  so  stuffy  all  the  time 
thanks  Jack  damn  this  cold  can't  seem  to  break  it  tried 
Kleenex  Vick's  Vaporub  Listerine  Asperin  "Welsh  rare- 
bit and  Scotch  'n'  sodas  but  one's  as  bad  as  the  other 
you  men  are  so  nice  and  handy  with  your  big  hand- 
kerchiefs 'Lo  Mr.  Brownell  gee  I  guess  I  should  have 
said  how  do  you  do  for  once  and  is  he  a  doctor  or  just 


Li^-y  ] 


"Dear,  am  I  the  first  man  you  ever  loved?" 
"Yes,  Reginald.     All  -"rhe  others  were  fraternity  boys." 

— Exchange 


mister  oh  well  'Lo  Jim  look  there's  Katie  in  her  new 
spring  suit  bet  the  fashion  editor  will  rhapsodize  on  it 
in  tomorrow's  Daily  when  the  crepe  ought  to  be  hung 
and  why  the  purple  violets  Lord  what  taste  and  for 
school  too  no  that's  not  just  sour  grapes  can  I  help  it 
if  I  don't  have  one  and  besides  how  in  the  devil  did 
you  know  oh  'Lo  Gene  what  was  it  I  heard  about  him 
wait  a  minute  now  it  will  come  to  me  oh  yeah  he 
went  in  swimming  the  other  day  right  after  lunch 
imagine  in  that  icy  water  and  Ann  bet  his  roommate 
that  if  he  was  dumb  enough  to  stick  his  head  all  the 
way  under  she'd  break  her  date  with  him  for  the  sen- 
ior ball  and  go  with  the  roommate  instead  'Lo  Ann 
speak  of  the  devil  well  anyhow  Gene  didn't  know 
about  the  little  bet  and  went  all  the  way  under  he  al- 
ways did  try  to  show  off  sorta  so  he  lost  the  date  and 
is  as  sore  as  Hell  isn't  that  silly  'Lo  Jan  spring's  so 
swell  isn't  it  always  brings  out  the  best  and  funniest 
side  of  everything  ladies  in  knickers  in  the  forest  pre- 
serves scrambling  for  buttercups  and  flocks  of  sump- 
tious  weddings  for  the  girls  that  were  smart  enough 
not  to  go  to  college  and  then  the  magazines  dated 
September  start  to  appear  and  bathing  girl  stickers 
blossom  out  on  windshields  and  boarding  school  lug- 
gage and  cow  eyed  couples  start  mooning  around  no  I 
said  mooning  not  mooing  oh  well  what's  the  differ- 
ence both  are  sorta  stupid  and  dull  I  think  not  half  as 
exciting  as  riding  bicycles  in  lavender  shorts  on  a  full 
tummy  well  what's  wrong  with  that  oh  'Lo  Ginny 
yeah  that's  the  trouble  with  this  school  you  men  are 
really  the  conservative  sophisticates  look  what  spring 
does  to  the  fairer  sex  'Lo  now  if  Babe  were  to  come 
out  with  something  like  that  you'd  all  think  it  was 
the  nuts  'Lo  Sally  oh  I'll  admit  that  you  have  to  draw 
the  line  somewhere  now  if  a  prima  donna  lined  beef 
truster  like  Sally  were  to  sally  forth  oh  excuse  it 
please  why  she's  the  girl  I  just  spoke  to  idiot  'Lo  'Lo 
then  that  would  be  going  a  bit  too  far  'Lo  'Lo  gee  it's 
swell  out  give  me  another  hanky  Jack  I  feel  all  stuffy 
again  thanks  'Lo  guess  I've  been  studying  too  much 
this  winter  it's  time  to  play  now  okay  I'd  love  to  'Lo 
'Lo  'Lo  Lord  I  can't  remember  anybody's  name  any- 
more say  what's  your  last  name  Jack  oh  how  silly  'Lo 
'Lo  but  I've  always  called  you  just  Jack  you  know  it's 
funny  how  spring  always  makes  me  gyrate  and  jitter 
when  it  comes  to  any  brain  work  'Lo  'Lo  much  better 
to  just  put  the  top  down  and  ride  ride  ride  ride  oh 
here  we  are  'Lo  'Lo  'Lo — 'Lo — 'Lo  'Lo — oh  bye 
Jack 


^ 


^ 
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By 
ART  BAMFORD  and  BOB  MORRIS 


LADIES  FIRST!  — 

Speaking  of  life's  sorrows  and  tribulations,  a  North- 
western professor  received  this  letter  of  woe  after  a 
recent  speech  on   Recovery: 

Dear  Sir: 

You  made  a  fine  speech  the  other  night,  and  prob- 
ably got  a  very  fat  check.  You  economists  sit  around 
and  do  a  lot  of  talking,  but  if  all  the  economists  in 
the  world  were  laid  end  to  end  they  would  reach — 
no  conclusion.  There  isn't  any  recovery.  A  year  ago 
I  had  to  shoot  my  dog:  I  went  to  live  with  my  fam- 
ily; my  wife  went  to  live  with  her  family,  and  I  put 
my  child  in  an  orphanage.  If  things  don't  get  better 
quick  I'll  have  to  sell  my  car. 


SMOKE  — 

The  assistant  librarian  said  the  other  day  that  the 
reason  smoking  was  not  allowed  in  Deering  was  be- 
cause the  conversation  that  ensues  from  a  feeling  of 
smoking  laxity  disturbs  others  at  work.  There  never 
has  been  any  smoking  allowed  in  the  library,  either 
in  old  Lunt  or  fireproof  Deering,  and  so  there  has 
never  been  a  trial  for  the  experiment — studies  and 
cigarettes.  Those  who  steal  a  smoke  inside  the  doors 
of  the  lower  hall  talk  and  make  noise,  and  upon  this 
the  university  authorities  have  based  their  hypothesis 
— fundamentally  a  weak  base. 

How  about  the  students  keeping  quiet  when  they 
smoke,  AND  the  librarians  finding  a  study  room  for 
smokers.  Result — silent  seated  smoking,  more  satis- 
faction and  more  studying. 


PEEP  — 

Peep  shows  are  now  in  order  on  ye  old  campi.  It's 
the  same  old  stuff,  but  free.  Last  week  a  goodly 
crowd  gathered  in  front  of  one  of  the  basement  win- 
dows of  Harris  hall.  The  recipient  of  all  this  atten- 
tion was  a  gorgeous  young  nude  girl  standing  coylv 
on  a  raised  platform,  a  flesh  colored  cashmere  shawl 
hiding  her  feet  and  covering  the  small  stage.  A  model 
for  a  life  class  in  art. 

Don't  crowd   gentlemen,   line  forms  on   the   right, 
and  remember — art  for  art's  sake! 


WE  EAT— 

The  senior  ball  committee  has  finally  made  use  of 
the  course  it  took  in  history.  They  remembered  that 
Napoleon  said  "An  army  marches  on  its  stomach," 
and  so  at  last  the  boys  got  food — as  well  as  sore  feet 
and  music — for  their  four  "iron  men." 


TRITE  — 

With  all  these  Youth  Movements,  Anti-Movements 
and  Back-to-This-and-That  Movements  one  realizes 
what  a  fast  moving  school  Northwestern  really  is. 
The  interesting  phase  of  the  situation  is  that  all  of 
these  young  "punks"  (if  you  will  permit  a  term  the 
Republicans  use  with  the  "Brain  Trust"  in  mind) 
claim  that  their  plans  are  the  only  right  ones,  and 
all  those  in  use  today  are  definitely  wrong.  'Well, 
it's  the  same  old  story:  "That's  my  boy,  and  every- 
one is  out  of  step  but  him," 
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STARCH  — 

Bills  come  and  bills  go,  but  this  goes  on  forever — 
directed  to  a  man  about  campus  (name  on  request) 
from  a  Chinese  laundry! 

"Dear  Sir: 

I  Thought  you  had  good  Education  are  good 
Man  but  you  Not  why  don't  you  pay  your  bill 
of  you  owe  you  know  Money  is  all  over  in  the  world 
if  you  like  use  you  own  brain  and  take  the  true  way 
to  Make  it  Anyway  your  past  account  we  Must  in- 
sist on  payment  your  account  is  now 

$2.48 
Charley   Moy" 


LEAFS  — 

That  the  L.  A.  reference  room  in  the  library  is  the 
habitat  of  all  the  coeds  is  even  a  recognized  fact  to 
the  librarians,  but  the  following  conversation  was 
heard  in  the  Commerce  reference  room  (of  all  places!)  : 

Mel — stein:   "I  want  a  leaf  please." 

Modest  Librarian:  "The  Garden  of  Eden  is  right 
across  the  hall  to  your  left." 


GREATER  NORTHWESTERN  — 

Now  that  it's  spring  and  the  croci  are  beginning  to 
pop  up,  the  University  is  rummaging  around  through 
high  schools  to  find  more  "Northwestern  material" — 
football  players,  honor  students.  Girl  Reserves,  Eagle 
Scouts,  and  even  mediocre  people  with  good  financial 
status.  Our  institutions  of  higher  learning  are  finally 
realizing  that  it  pays  to  advertise.  Northwestern,  like 
all  universities,  begins  to  distribute  beautifully  bound 
catalogues,  and  superlative  descriptions  to  high  school 


students  before  they've  received  their  credits  for  second 
year  Latin.  We  have  a  plan  which  would  lift  North- 
western above  such  cheap  and  degrading  competition. 
Our  idea  is  to  get  on  the  job  first.  This  is  the  way  it 
would  work:  We'd  get  at  the  prospective  students  be- 
fore they  were  old  enough  to  realize  that  their  daddies 
went  to  Harvard  and  their  mammas  went  to  Smith. 
We'd  work  through  the  women  of  Northwestern — 
those  from  Liberal  Arts  who  aren't  fitted  for  much  of 
anything.  Northwestern  would  establish  nursery 
schools,  placement  agencies  for  nurses,  maids,  govern- 
esses, etc.,  and  thoroughly  utilize  its  loyal  alumnae  to 
make  future  generations  N.  U.  conscious. 

At  night,  before  tucking  their  charges  into  bed, 
alumnae  all  over  the  world  would  whisper  into  the 
ears  of  babes,  "Northwestern,  Northwestern,  North- 
western." Millions  of  babies  would  play  with  purple 
and  white  rattles,  lulled  to  rest  to  the  strains  of  "Go 
U  Northwestern."  When  the  children  became  older 
tales  would  be  told  of  the  triumphs  of  Northwestern's 
knights  of  the  gridiron,  of  her  queens  who  reign  over 
the  Navy  Ball,  of  her  Cinderellas  who  win  Gage  hat 
contests,  and  of  her  professors  who  resemble  Santa 
Claus.  Even  in  their  prayers  would  be  a  blessing  for 
Northwestern.  Along  with  this  positive  conditioning 
would  go  negative  conditioning.  Babies  would  learn 
to  scream  at  the  mention  of  Yale  if  it  were  spoken  to 
accompany  a  dose  of  Castor  Oil. 

There's  only  one  catch — it  would  encourage  dirty 
rushing.  And  it  wouldn't  be  fair  to  condition  a  help- 
less babe  to  go  Phi  Psi  before  he'd  seen  the  boys! 


PINS  — 

It  has  been  suggested  that  we  send  Aunt  Polly's  name 
into  Ripley,  because  no  matter  where  or  when  it  hap- 
pens, she  can  always  hear  a  pin  drop. 


MODERN  ART— 

For  two  weeks  the  staff  labored  to 
find  a  gag  line  for  the  accompanying 
picture.  Finally  someone  realized  that 
it  was  an  example  of  modern  art  and 
not  a  cartoon.  Something's  funny — 
either  modern  art  or  the  staff,  and  the 
whole  school  knows  it  isn't  the  staffs ! 
Which  brings  us  to,  "What  was  that 
cartoon  I  saw  at  your  house  last 
night.'" 

"That  was  no  cartoon,  that  was 
a  picture  of  my — " 

Skip  it. 
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By  JACK  SHANNON 


LIHLE  WORLD 


Charlie  Saw  Everything 
in  Terms  of  Shoes 


It  wasn't  a  bad  bull  session.  I  don't  know  who 
started  it,  but  after  the  first  few  minutes  we  were  all 
throwing  it  around.  Don  and  Jim  were  both  wise 
boys  and  smooth,  too.  Listening  to  them  made  me 
realize  that  here  was  a  couple  of  the  brothers  who 
really  went  places. 

Don  was  saying  how  the  Zetas  were  letting  their 
campus  rep  go  all  to  Hell.  Jim  said.  Amen.  Don 
said  it  showed  what  happened  when  the  boys  started 
dating  the  wrong  houses  and  pledging  a  bunch  of 
greasy  grinds.  What  a  laugh,  those  dirty  Phi  Betes 
who  didn't  know  a  Martini  from  an  Old  Fashioned. 
We  laughed.  Don  was  a  pretty  smart  lad.  Jim  re- 
marked that  their  dressing  like  a  bunch  of  breadliners 
didn't  help  matters  any.  Don  said  that  reminded  him 
that  he  wanted  to  get  down  and  pick  up  a  topper  for 
the  formal.  The  formal  was  still  a  month  off,  but  we 
were  all  busy  making  the  old  plans:  a  pretty  smooth 
affair,  believe  you  me.  I  asked  Don  who  was  to  get 
the  call  for  that  number  one  party.  He  put  on  a 
shocked  hurt  look  and  said  of  course  some  lady  with  a 
true  understanding  of  the  finer  aesthetic  things  of  life 
such  as  poetry  and  good  books.  We  laughed.  Don 
was  certainly  a  clever  gent.  I  asked  him  if  the  little 
honey  who  was  his  date  at  the  last  brawl  would  be  in 

X  >^IT  3, 098 


"Didn't  you  have  a  brother  in  this  course  last  year?" 
"No,  sir;  it  was  I.     I'm  faking  it  over  again." 
"Extraordinary   resemblance,   though — extraordinary!" 


the  running.  Don  said  he  supposed  that  she'd  be  the 
lucky  lady — despite  her  dad.  It  seemed  that  every 
time  when  Don  called  for  the  wench  she  was  never 
ready.  Here  pop  entered  the  picture.  He  felt  it  was 
his  duty  to  entertain  the  company;  which  he  did  by 
giving  Don  a  serious  talk  on  what  a  young  man 
should  get  out  of  College.  Now  Don  is  an  awful 
smart  lad,  but  this  was  strictly  out  of  his  line.  The 
idea  of  the  old  duck  trying  to  tell  Don  a  bunch  of  ho- 
kum like  that. 

I  thought  to  myself  how  much  more  interesting 
this  was  than  listening  to  that  bore,  Johnnie  Richards. 
Richards  could  think  of  the  most  ungodly  subjects  to 
talk  about.  Should  the  United  States  go  into  the 
World  Court?  What  was  my  attitude  on  the  Liter- 
ary Digest  Poll?  Did  I  think  our  College  work  was 
adequate  training?  The  duck  somehow  had  the  idea 
that  this  was  interesting  talk.  At  times  I  wondered  if 
Richards  wasn't  material  for  the  looney  house.  I 
don't  know  how  he  expected  to  learn  about  the 
important  and  practical  things.  He  never  talked 
about  them.  Take  for  instance  this  discussion:  it 
would  do  him  a  whale  of  a  lot  of  good.  He  should 
get  next  to  a  couple  of  smoothies  like  Don  and  Jim. 
They  could  teach  him  what  it  was  all  about. 

I  thought  I  knew  my  way  about,  but  listening  to 
Don  and  Jim  taught  me  things.  When  I  realized  that 
I  had  missed  my  ten  o'clock  I  didn't  mind.  I  could 
learn  more  about  the  real  College  here  than  any  prof, 
could  teach  me. 

Things  were  starting  to  lag  when  the  door  bell 
rang:  Charlie  on  the  rounds  in  search  of  his  Great  God 
— "shoes  for  repair."  Charlie  was  always  good  for  a 
laugh.  Today  was  no  exception.  We  sat  back  and 
waited  for  him  to  begin  his  line.  Charlie  fancied 
himself  a  little  ray  of  sunshine  today.  Oh,  yes,  the 
depression  was  over.  Why?  Well,  wasn't  he  getting 
three  more  pairs  of  shoes  a  week  now  than  before? 
Poor  Charlie.  What  a  laugh.  Then  he  got  real  confi- 
dential and  proceeded  to  tell  us  how  last  Saturday  he 
saw  one  of  the  campus  babes  lit  as  a  loon.  He  said 
that  she  was  pretty  important  on  the  campus:  she 
gave  him  a  pair  of  shoes  every  week.  We  asked  who 
her  date  was.  He  was  a  big  shot  too:  he  sent  over 
shoes  every  so  often.  When  Charlie  had  gone  we 
laughed.  It  was  funny  listening  to  him  evaluate 
everything  in  terms  of  shoes.  Don  said  that  Charlie's 
was  surely  a  little  world.  I  certainly  would  hate  to 
have  as  narrow  an  outlook  on  life  as  Charlie. 
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HORSE  AND  BUGGY 


Wherein  Activities  Are 
Taken  for  a  Ride 


By  THE  FOOTMAN 


Down  by  the  lake  on  south  campus  is  a  farm — 
Union  Farm.  It's  owned  by  the  Powersthatbe,  and 
they  serve  snacks  to  tourists.  You've  seen  it,  of  course, 
and  maybe  if  you  went  to  school  around  here  when 
you  were  little  you've  taken  one  of  those  famous  rides 
in  their  old  horse  and  buggy.  Every  year  they  take  a 
bunch  of  Northwestern  kids  for  a  ride,  and  then  bring 
them  back  to  the  Farm  for  a  picnic.  It's  sort  of  fun, 
and  the  youngsters  have  a  chance  to  get  acquainted  with 
each  other.  They  play  games  and  have  a  swell  time. 
Funny  how  little  kids  like  to  win  things  and  be  fam- 
ous, even  if  it's  just  some  silly  stunt  they've  concocted 
themselves. 

Anyway,  I  went  with  them  last  time,  and  maybe 
you  don't  think  we  had  a  job  trying  to  manage  that 
lot  of  unruly  infants.  Hal  Sawer  was  driving,  and 
B.  B.  Bullets  sat  in  the  back  seat  to  keep  order.  I  was 
handy  man — and  it's  a  good  thing.  Before  we'd  picked 
up  the  first  kid,  the  shaft  broke  and  had  to  be  fixed. 
We  shouldn't  have  started  with  the  contraption  in  the 
first  place,  but  you  could  never  convince  the  Powers- 
thatbe that  this  yearly  trip  wasn't  the  light  of  the  chil- 
dren's school  life.  Every  year  they  repainted  the  buggy, 
and  last  year  when  the  old  horse,  Mu,  died,  they  picked 
up  another  at  an  auction.  Ecy  meant  well,  as  horses 
go,  but  was  so  asthmatic  that  I  expected  to  have  to 
push  him  up  hills  by  the  time  the  buggy  was  filled. 

I'm  not  superstitious,  but  there  was  a  jinks  on  that 
day.  We  picked  up  little  Vinnie  Bound-around  first. 
He's  usually  a  sweet  kid,  but  right  off  he  wanted  to 
sit  in  front.  In  fact,  he  started  bawling  when  we 
wouldn't  let  him.  Then  we  got  Barbie  Baxter,  and 
damned  if  she  didn't  want  in  front  too!  And  she  made 
Shirley  Dickson  cry  when  she  laughed  at  her  doll 
Cozie.  The  other  kids  got  in,  and  everything  went 
along  until  Johnnie  Phelps,  the  newsboy,  started 
pounding  everyone  with  his  papers.  Believe  you  me, 
we  were  glad  when  the  ride  was  over  and  we  could 
dump  them  out  at  the  farm. 

But  something  was  still  wrong.  The  kids  just 
weren't  interested  and  refused  to  play.  We'd  suggest 
that  they  try  some  game,  and  they'd  say,  "why?" 
Who  ever  thought  of  why  you  play  games?  We  gave 
up  and  let  them  alone,  but  that  was  bad.  It  was  getting 
cold,  and  there  wasn't  room  to  let  them  play  in  the 
house,  so  they  began  tearing  around,  and  sure  enough, 
two  of  the  youngsters  started  scuffling  on  the  rocks  and 
almost  killed  each  other  as  they  rolled  down  the  bank. 
Then  a  queer  thing  happened.    Those  kids,  every  one 


of  them,  seemed  to  get  the  same  idea.  One  tore  out  the 
gate  and  down  the  road,  and  the  whole  bunch  fol- 
lowed. First  we  were  scared.  Then  we  knew  it  was 
no  use  trying  to  catch  them.  They  were  old  enough  to 
get  home  anyway.  We  sat  down  and  tried  to  figure  it 
out.  Mrs.  Powersthatbe's  parrot  screeched,  "I  told  you 
so!  I  told  you  so!  " 

• 

Northwestern's  activities  are  the  horse  and  buggy, 
made  for  a  horse  and  buggy  era.  When  women  had 
no  sorority  houses,  men  were  thinking  about  war,  and 
the  world  itself  was  run  on  a  different  scale.  North- 
western felt  the  need  to  coordinate  the  student  body 
in  a  social  way.  Thus  the  various  organizations  on 
campus  developed.  They  were  in  keeping  with  the 
time.  Plans  were  made  to  fill  the  weekends  and  com- 
plete the  school  day.  The  Students  enjoyed  it.  A  real 
zest  for  activities  grew  up.  But  the  world  changed.  A 
round  of  night  clubs  and  entertainment  meccas  dotted 
the  city.  Sorority  houses  were  built.  Northwestern 
became  a  modern  university  with  modern  students. 
Yet  the  activities  never  changed. 

What  do  the  class  officers  do  besides  plan  the  re- 
spective class  dances?  What  honor  is  it  to  be  Deru, 
Purple  Key,  Ro  Ku  Va,  or  Alpha  Lambda  Delta?  You 
get  your  name  in  the  directory  and  your  picture  in  the 
Syllabus,  and  you  hold  a  few  worthless  meetings.  But 
do  you,  who  are  the  select  group  of  the  school  with  the 
best  ideas,  the  best  minds,  ever  really  do  anything?  No. 

Consider  the  death  of  the  Men's  Union.  It  stagnated 
into  oblivion.  E.  C.  A.  was  the  first  attempt  in  the 
right  direction.  To  quote  Al  Sawyer,  "It  is  not  an  or- 
ganization, but  a  system  under  which  all  student  or- 
ganizations operate.  The  function  of  E.  C.  A.  is  to 
correlate  the  efforts  of  the  various  groups  so  that  the 
minimum  amount  of  time  may  bring  the  maximum 
of  results."    But  what  are  the  results? 

The  women  have  three  big  organizations.  W.  A.  A. 
fills  its  purpose.  Those  interested  in  athletics  will  al- 
ways go  out  for  them,  and  W.  A.  A.  is  there.  That's 
all.  The  Y  has  tried  a  little  constructive  planning,  but 
when  the  membership  and  work  being  done  are  in 
every  case  for  dear  old  Zeta  Beta  Zeta,  one  can't  say 
that  real  enthusiasm  is  behind  it.  W.  S.  G.  A.  needs  a 
bombshell  under  it.  As  a  self  governing  body,  it 
changed  a  few  rules  this  year,  but  even  those  were  en- 
gineered by  the  school  authorities.  Most  high  school 
governing  bodies  have  more  power  than  that  of  our 
(Continued  on  Page  25) 


Once  there  was  a  drainpipe.     Lord,  it  was  hideous! 

I  remember  well  coming  home  from  a  trip  to  New 
York,  fumbling  for  my  front  door  key  and,  having 
entered,  crashing  into  the  bannister  in  the  front  hall, 
only  to  see  my  landlady  appear  at  the  head  of  the 
stairs,  and  patter  down  the  cerise  plush  carpet  in 
sheepskin  slippers. 

"There's  something  I  want  to  show  you,  Mr. 
Trumbell.  I  couldn't  sleep  a  wink  until  I  knew  you'd 
seen  it." 

All  I  could  see  in  the  dim  light  were  the  sheepskin 
slippers  and  the  glitter  of  hardware  in  her  hair.  In- 
wardly I  hoped  that  if  I  were  going  to  be  jolted  out 
of  my  boots,  the  incentive  might  be  a  bath  plug  that 
didn't  let  half  the  water  out,  or  a  cheese  knife  that 
would  cut  the  stale  Liederkranz  she  served  us.  But  as 
I  stood  there,  blinking  at  her  descent,  I  made  up  my 
rather  morbid  mind  to  be  prepared  for  the  worst. 

She  walked  past,  curlers  and  all,  beckoning  to  me. 
I  gasped  for  a  second  helping  of  the  sordid  night  air  as 
I  followed  her  gaunt  figure  out  the  front  door  and 
down  the  steps.  When  we  reached  the  middle  of  the 
grass  plot  that  fronted  the  building,  she  stopped,  and 
said,   "There  it  is,  Mr.   Trumbell.      Isn't  it  lovely?" 

I  was  afraid  to  look  up — afraid  that  I  would 
encounter  someone  leering  out  of  a  window  craning 
his  neck  to  investigate  this  mismated  couple  appar- 
ently star  gazing  at  2  a.  m.  To  be  an  active  partici- 
pant in  such  a  situation  is  bad  enough,  but  to  know 
that  someone  saw  you  is,  any  way  you  look  at  it,  infi- 
nitely hard  to  live  down.  It  would  be  better  for  me, 
I  thought,  if  I  had  been  seen,  not  to  know  about  it. 
So  I  stood  for  a  moment,  looking  down  at  the  bedrag- 
gled fringe  of  her  bathrobe  while  she  prattled  on  about 
the  continuity,  durability,  and  liability  of  the 
damned  thing. 

Finally,  leering  from  under  my  eyebrows,  I  fo- 
cused my  gaze  on  the  spot  to  which  she  was  pointing. 
There,  curling  out  from  under  the  roof  and  boldly 
running  down  past  my  window  was — not  a  stray  cat 
or  a  pedigreed  vine,  but — a  shiny  new  drainpipe. 

I  can  see  it  now — as  homely  as  a  drainpipe  can  be. 
It  was  all  corrugated:  at  regular  intervals  it  bulged  out 
with  hideous  ridges,  the  result  of  a  sloppy  welding 
job;  and  at  the  top  was  a  huge  funnel-shaped  basin 
that  wasn't  even  graceful  in  a  mediocre  sort  of  way. 
My  eye  traveled  down  its  topography,  down  to  the 
muddy  little  hole  in  the  soil  at  its  base,  and  then  back 
up  again  to  the  roof.  Quite  rotely,  I  repeated  the  pro- 
cess again  and  again  in  a  kind  of  rhythmical  motion 
until  I  felt  that  I  was  viewing  a  tennis  match  side- 
ways. In  all,  however,  its  perpendicular  angularity 
glistened  out  through  the  night  like  my  landlady's 
hair  curlers,  and  I  wondered  if  the  two  so  irrelevant 
articles  as  drainpipes  and  tin  torture  chambers  could 
possibly  have  come  from  the  same  sheet  of  metal. 

The  thought  of  metal  made  me  chill  and  I  looked 
reprovingly  at  my  landlady.  Her  slim  figure  stand- 
ing there  with  its  complete  up  and  downness  and  de- 
cided bumpiness,  her  head  uptilted  with  her  mouth 
open,  her  long  arm  extended  almost  vertically,  and  the 


thin  little  legs,  all  reminded  mc  in  a  disgustingly  acute 
way  of — the  drainpipe. 

I  curdled,  muttered  something  insincere  to  her,  and 
went  to  bed. 

The  next  morning  when  I  awoke,  this  hideous 
attachment  outside  my  window  was,  in  a  terrific  sort 
of  way,  full  of  sound  and  fury  signifying  that  it  was 
raining.  Pouring.  I  might  add.  Never  before  had  I 
been  awakened  by  such  a  racket. 

To  wake  up  and  find  it  raining  is  disappointing 
enough,  but  to  find  every  drop  of  water  that  should, 
by  all  elementary  rights,  be  spread  over  an  area  of 
some  fifty  square  feet — to  find  it  all  concentrated 
within  the  confines  of  a  jaky  little  tin  pipe  streaming 
down  past  your  one  and  only  window  is  cruelty  in  ev- 
ery sense  of  the  word.  The  torrent  pounded  and 
roared  and  screeched  in  my  sleepy  eardrums  until  fin- 
ally, I  crawled  out  of  bed  and  shut  the  window.  But 
of  no  avail.  The  terrifying  noise  still  sounded  and  re- 
sounded with  relentless  energy  throughout  the  walls 
of  my  room  and  even  the  tubing  in  my  iron  bed.  In 
my  half  awake  condition.  I  fancied  the  radiator  doing 
an  insipid  little  jig  to  the  beat  beat  beat  of  the  deluge, 
and  the  contents  of  the  shaving  kit  on  my  dresser 
jangling  up  and  down  as  an  accompaniment. 

The  noise  increased  with  fervor  and  actually  thun- 
dered at  me  while  I  was  dressing.    Not  to  be  outdone, 


RAINPIPE 

By  SLIM  HOLTON 

There  Was  a 

Crash  -  -  -  -But 
Mr.  Trumbeli  Was 
Very  Much  All  Right 


I  loudly  whistled  all  the  songs  that  I  knew  and  some 
that  I  didn't,  to  proclaim  to  the  world  that  no  drain- 
pipe could  lick  a  Trumbeli. 

One  half  hour  later,  I  appeared  at  breakfast — com- 
pletely exhausted  and  gasping  for  breath. 

The  next  morning,  when  the  alarm  clock  went  off, 
I  opened  one  eye — very  slowly — to  scan  the  situation 
outside.  To  be  so  conscious  that  early  in  the  morn- 
ing I  considered  quite  a  feat,  and  my  efforts  were  re- 
warded when  I  saw  that  today  was  not  torrenty,  or 
splashy,  or  rumbling,  but  just  drizzly — steady  and 
gentle  and  soft.  So  I  pulled  the  comforter  up  over 
my  shoulder  again  and  got  all  settled  for  that  "little 
snooze." 

But  the  drizzle  drizzled  down  the  inside  of  the 
drain,  tickling  the  tin  so  as  to  produce  a  resinous 
purring  sound.  Ordinarily,  it  might  have  been  sooth- 
ing, but  so  afraid  was  I  that  it  might  suddenly  burst 
forth  into  some  discordant  aria,  that  the  sound  buzzed 
and  grated  in  my  ears.  So  I  pulled  the  pillow  over 
my  head,  slept  for  ten  minutes,  and  then  dressed  in 
the  bathroom,  causing  three  fellow  boarders  to  miss 
their   trains. 

The  following  day  it  was  fair  and  I  beamed.  But 
that  night  it  rained  and  I  was  kept  awake  for  hours, 
tossing  and' tumbling  and  thoroughly  wearing  myself 
out  exercising  my  wrath  on  that  infernal  pipe.     It  was 


still  raining  the  following  morning,  although  not  so 
hard.  I  spat  fervidly  on  the  floor  (by  this  time  I  had 
lost  all  respect  for  my  landlady)  and  resolved  to 
make  the  best  of  it.  But  my  nerves  had  been  shat- 
tered and  I  was  in  no  shape  to  put  up  even  a  mild 
resistance.  So  I  succumbed,  let  it  get  the  best  of  me, 
and   appeared  at   work — a  bundle  of  jangled   nerves. 

"You  look  terrible,  Trumbeli,"  my  employer  said. 
"What's  the   matter?" 

"Oh,  I'll  be  all  right,"  I  replied  sheepishly.  "It's 
the  weather.  That  is,  I  mean  it's  a  damned  drainpipe 
that  splutters  day  and  night  outside  my  window " 

"Well,  get  rid  of  it,"  was  the  curt  reply. 

Somehow,  the  idea  had  never  occurred  to  me. 
Perhaps  I  was  a  panty  waist,  I  don't  know.  That 
drainpipe,  detested  though  it  was,  was  not  my  prop- 
erty, and  I  had  stood  cowed,  defeated,  and  innately 
inferior  in  its  presence. 

On  the  way  home  that  night,  the  New  York  Times 
lay  folded  in  my  lap.  I  stared  blankly  out  of  the 
window  for  some  fifteen  miles,  but  am  proud  to  say 
that  when  the  conductor  finally  drawled  my  station, 
I  had  reached  a  conclusion — a  very  definite  conclusion 
— and  sprang  off  the  train  with  agility. 

No  rain  that  night.  Nor  the  next  day.  Nor  for 
weeks  to  come.  Never  had  I  seen  such  perfect  weather, 
and  all  the  time  I  secretly  prayed  for  rain.  But  the 
sun  shone  blissfully  on  and  the  nights  were  soft  and 
cool. 

Then,  one  night,  it  did  rain  when  I  was  miles 
away.  But  I  excused  myself,  took  a  cab,  and  arrived 
home  shortly  after  midnight.  All  were  in  bed,  even 
the  curlers  and  the  sheepskin  slippers,  and  I  rejoiced 
to  find  conditions  so  perfect.  Carefully  I  unpacked' 
a  recently  purchased  article  and,  practicing  with  it  a 
few  times  before  the  mirror,  I  leaned  to  an  abnormal 
angle  out  on  the  window  sill.  Then  with  one  mighty 
heave,  I  swung  that  axe  for  all  I  was  worth.  I  swung 
twice,  and  then  a  third  time,  until  my  funnel  shaped 
basin  and  corrugated  cylinder  crashed  to  the  ground. 

I  had  done  it  just  when  it  should  have  been  done. 
It  was  almost  unbelievable  and  I  leaned  further  out 
on  the  sill  to  view  the  ruins. 

"What  was  that?" 

"I'm  sure  I  heard  a  crash!" 

"It  was  just  outside  Mr.  Trumbell's  room.  Oh.  I 
hope  he's  all  right." 

Mr.  Trumbeli  was  very  much  all  right.  In  fact,  at 
this  point,  he  hadn't  felt  quite  so  all  right  in  weeks, 
and  in  another  five  minutes  he  lightly  dozed  off  to 
sleep  as  the  rain  softly  pattered  and  dripped  from  the 
eaves  in  a  rhythmic  pattern  so  soothing  and  kind  and 
methodical  and  so  seducive  to  sleep. 

Yes,  once  long  ago,  there  was  a  windpipe.  That 
belonged  to  an  animal  and  was  considered  necessary. 
Then  there  were  pipe  organs  which  were  also  neces- 
sary for  weddings  and  funerals  and  Sunday  masses. 
There  were  peace  pipes  and  sand  pipers  and  stove  pipe 
hats  and  grandfather's  pipes.  Then  gas  pipes,  pipe 
courses,  and  something  about  pipers  and  pickled  pep- 
pers.   The  greatest  of  these  was  the  drainpipe. 

But  that  was  long  ago. 
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PURPLE     PARROT 


PRINCETON  MAN 


By  COLONEL  THOMASSON 

A  Princeton  Man  Looks  at 
Northwestern  — s  Girls 


Editor's  Note:  "Colonel"  Thomasson.  a  Chicago 
boy  who  disdained  Northwestern  for  an  Eastern  school, 
spends  his  spring  vacation  on  the  steps  of  U .  H. 

Princeton  is  a  great  place,  but  Northwestern  coeds 
are  greater.  There's  a  lot  in  this  idea  of  seclusion,  with 
only  week-ends  in  New  York,  house  parties,  or  proms 
to  bring  you  back  into  contact  with  the  world,  but 
when  you  have  all  of  the  color  and  diversions  of  N.  U. 
girls  plus  a  swell  campus,  I  feel  as  though  I'm  going  to 
prep  school!  Princeton  seniors  in  their  annual  vote 
say  Vassar  women  are  the  top,  but  Lord — if  they 
could  sit  out  in  front  of  U.  H.  some  morning!  I 
think  it  would  be  a  swell  idea  to  start  a  correspondence 
and  matrimonial  bureau  between  the  two  colleges,  or 
let's  have  a  real  exchange — loan  us  the  coeds  and  we'll 
give  pointers  on  developing  a  championship  football 
team!    Oh  well. 

Your  library  is  mighty  fine.  I  wish  we  had  it  at 
Princeton — but  if  girls  came  with  it  the  place  would 
be  jammed  and  the  books  would  mold  away.  I'm  for 
it  though.    We've  seen  enough  books. 


"Do  you  neck?" 
"That's  my  business!" 
"Ah,  a  professional!" 


— Exchange 


You're  lucky  to  have  cars — we  get  kicked  out  if 
we  are  caught  with  one,  and  yet  we  can't  get  around 
without  them.  They've  got  us  both  ways.  You  have 
cars  and  coeds  tool  Do  you  men  know  how  lucky  you 
are? 

And  about  your  fraternities.  We  don't  have  those 
either,  but  I  can't  figure  whether  we're  better  off  or 
not.  We  have  the  club  system,  which  differs  only  in 
our  having  American  names  which  save  a  small  course 
in  Greek.  And  the  men  don't  sleep  in  them — we  have 
lecture  rooms  for  that  purpose.  But  then  we  can't  ex- 
change pins.    That's  a  point — No  Fish  Club! 

You  know  there's  nothing  to  that  "smoothie  com- 
plex" at  ol'  Nassau.  The  trouble  is  we  spend  our 
months  more  or  less  secluded  away  from  coeds  and  so 
develop  all  sorts  o'  wiles  and  whims  to  make  up  for 
lost  time,  and  when  we  do  meet  the  fair  creatures  this 
serves  to  abolish  all  the  preliminary  red  tape.  That 
isn't  smoth — it's  just  plain  good  sense  and  shows  how 
we  appreciate  women! 

There's  no  use  discussing  courses  or  other  scholastic 
matters.  It's  too  stiff  and  hard  going  at  Princeton  and 
has  long  ceased  being  a  joke.  The  faculty  is  a  plague. 
(I  hope  this  never  gets  out! ) 

I've  heard  a  lot  of  talk  around  Northwestern  about 
your  attitude  of  indifference.  I  don't  believe  in  the 
idea  of  living  in  a  small  world  commonly  termed  "the 
campus,"  and  excluding  everything  else.  We  do  that  at 
Princeton.  Extra-curricular  activities,  clubs,  athletics, 
and  all  our  other  diversions  mean  everything  to  every- 
body and  we  carry  on  in  the  vein  of  old  traditions,  for- 
getting that  perhaps  there  is  something  going  on  out- 
side of  our  own  nutshell.  But  it's  a  swell  nutshell 
after  all,  and  not  so  bad  as  it's  painted.  We're  tending 
to  move  out  of  it  now.  and  I  understand  Northwestern 
is  also — let's  make  it  a  mutual  move. 

Yes  indeed.  Northwestern  is  a  mighty  fine  place — • 
but  then,  so  is  Princeton! 


Being  a  member  of  the  weaker  sex.  the  editor 
acknowledges  with  sincere  gratification  this  tribute  to 
Northwestern' s  forgotten  women.  We  accept  with  en- 
thusiasm the  suggestion  of  a  matrimonial  bureau,  and 
announce  its  intended  organization  in  the  near  future. 
Petitions  for  the  board  of  directors  acceptable  within 
twenty  days  after  publication.  Applications  in  order 
immediately  following. 


MARCH,      1935 
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QUITE  UHER  DIPLOMACY 

CHRISTY  CRECC 

of  the  PELICAN 
shows  a  remarkable  insight  into  the  Peace  Conference 


Geneva — In  an  unforeseen  move  that  left  world 
peace  advocates  gasping  with  awe  and  screaming 
"phooey,  phooey"  at  five-minute  intervals,  Realm- 
leader  Adolf  (Fetch  Me  That  Saar,  Son)  Hitler,  Ger- 
man swastika  salesman,  fluttered  out  of  Geneva  today 
in  a  huff  and  two  pair  of  pants  when  the  International 
Conference  on  the  Limitation  of  Moustache  Bristles 
flatly  refused  his  demands  for  bristle  equality  with 
Joseph   (Call  Me  Joe)   Stalin.  Russian  dictator. 

Angered  when  the  League  of  Nations  Assembly 
failed  to  make  a  swastika  while  performing  card  stunts 
between  sessions  last  night,  and  visibly  irked  at  the 
rejection  of  his  equality  demands,  the  kingpin  of  Nazi- 
land  stormed  out  of  the  committee  room  doing  cart- 
wheels and  slid  down  a  nearby  bannister  swearing  like 
a  fan  dancer  on  a  banana  peel,  at  the  same  time  inti- 
mating that  Germany  would  withdraw  from  the  Con- 
ference completely  after  a  free  beer  and  pretzel  party 
scheduled  for  Friday  night. 

"Germany  demands  equality."  Hitler  shouted  as  he 
lashed  on  a  pair  of  roller  skates  for  his  return  trip  to 
Berlin,  "and  unless  Stalin  trims  his  moustache  to  my 
size,  I  will  merge  bristles  with  Chancellor  Kurt  Schus- 
schnigg  of  Austria,  who  is  a  nice  kid  and  needs  a  guy 
like  me  for  protection."  In  authoritative  circles  that 
was  regarded  as  a  very  remote  possibility,  due  to  the 
fact  that  Hitler  recently  announced  that  he  thought 
Schuschnigg's  last  name  sounded  like  a  street  sweeper's 
broom  after  a  horse  parade.  Schuschnigg  was  reported 
to  have  been  deeply  peeved  at  the  aspersion.  In  fact, 
several  days  later  he  issued  a  government  ban  on  all 
horse  parades.  As  a  result.  3.000  street  sweepers  left 
Vienna  last  week  for  the  Santa  Anita  racetrack. 

Hoping  to  prevent  an  unprecedented  world  bristle 
race,  Russian  Commissar  of  Foreign  Affairs  Maxim 
Litvinoff  called  on  Hitler  and  explained  that  Stalin 
grew  a  long  moustache  only  because  there  was  no  soup 
in  Russia,  but  der  fuhrer  remained  obstinate,  and  even 
gave  vent  to  a  disdainful  Nazi  snort  recently  inaugur- 
ated at  the  Steve  Hamas-Max  Schmeling  fight  in  Berlin. 
Experienced  international  observers  took  the  snort  as 
indicating  that  there  was  no  soup  in  Germany  either. 
Several  members  of  the  American  delegation  also  took 
a  snort  later  on,  but  were  unable  to  render  an  opinion 
on  the  subject  at  an  early  hour  this  morning. 

Meanwhile  the  Conference  went  ahead  with  its 
plans,  and  foreign  office  spokesmen  revealed  that  in  a 
secret  meeting  yesterday  Great  Britain,  the  United 
States,  and  Japan  reached  a  separate  agreement,  estab- 
lishing a  5-5-3  ratio  and  reiterating  their  faith  in  the 


swinging  door  policy  of  the  Last  Chance  Bar  at  Gold- 
field,  Nevada. 

Under  the  proposed  ratio  system,  Japan  is  allowed 
three  bristles  to  every  five  of  the  United  States  and 
Great  Britain,  although  the  United  States  was  granted 
special  consideration  in  the  case  of  Charlie  Chaplin. 
A  minor  obstacle  to  the  treaty  was  encountered  when 
it  was  discovered,  after  a  careful  count,  that  Norman 
Davis,  head  of  the  American  delegation,  possessed  two 
bristles  less  than  Koki  Hirota,  Japanese  Foreign  Min- 
ister. In  a  desperate  efl^ort  to  save  the  treaty,  Davis 
announced  he  would  ask  Congress  to  pass  a  bill  author- 
izing him  to  grow  four  more  bristles,  thus  bringing  his 
moustache  up  to  full  treaty  strength.  Later,  in  an 
exhaustive  recount,  it  was  discovered  that  Hirota  had 
actually  four  more  bristles  than  Davis.  The  occurrence 
was  explained,  however,  when  Hirota  admitted  he  had 
grown  two  more  bristles  between  counts. 

A  minor  sensation  was  caused  when  William  Ran- 
dolph Hearst,  passing  through  Geneva,  called  on  the 
American  delegation.  Several  hours  later  Mr.  Davis 
announced  that  the  United  States  Senate  would  prob- 
ably reject  the  treaty,  pointing  out  the  fact  that  in  1  788 
George  Washington  had  said  "keep  our  country  free 
from  foreign  entanglements,"  although  he  was  wearing 
false  teeth  at  the  time.  At  this  point  several  members 
(Continued  on  Page  Zj) 


Hooray,  it's  Arbor  Day 


PURPLE     PARROT 


By  AUNT  POLLY 


EXPOSE 


The  Dirt  From  Auntie's 
Spring  House  Cleaning 


Hullo  Intelligentsia: 

Well,  Aunty  has  discarded  her  red  flannels  and 
turned  her  thoughts  to  Spring  and  all  that  goes  with  it. 
From  the  looks  of  things,  she's  going  to  be  plenty  busy, 
what  with  taking  all  the  choice  bits  and  expurgating 
them  sufficiently  so  as  not  to  offend  your  filthy  minds. 
But  let's  not  talk  shop  .  .  . 

Flash!  Sigma  Chis  invade  Sky  Harbor!  It  was  sup- 
posed to  be  one  of  those  hard-times  farces,  but  the 
boys  and  their  dates  just  wore  their  regular  clothes  and 
everything  came  off  fine.  Chuck  Randall,  with  Izzy 
Mulligan,  of  course,  appeared  in  long  underwear  and 
pajama  tops.  Tsk.  Tsk.  .  .  .  Marge  (Shipwreck)  Kelly 
and  Jacksie  (Gamma  Phi)  Soutar  seemed  to  prefer 
dancing  with  each  other,  and  Janice  Maher  was  doing 
a  solo.  Jacksie  appeared  in  blue  silk  pajamas,  which 
strikes  us  as  being  quite  a  risk  inasmuch  as  she  was 
with  Don  (Play-boy)  Briggs.  Chilly  Southward 
didn't  create  much  of  an  impression  as  a  crooner — 
he's  even  better  at  slinging  parties.  The  dance  floor 
was  the  scene  of  a  mad  crap  game  with  the  brethern 
at  the  helm — it's  lucky  Harriet  Walker  wasn't  there. 

Speaking  of  Club  Sig-Chi.  who  was  the  boy  Vic 
Hanson  was  carrying  out  of  the  Drake  at  the  Junior 
Prom?  Does  that  prove  that  two  pints  make  one 
cavort   (old,  but  clean)  ? 

Al  and  Fred  Lind  are  invariably  at  The  Purple  Inn 
at  wee  hours  of  the  morning  with  the  Marthas  Weir 
and  Purnell.  We  can't  quite  figure  out  where  they 
spend  the  early  part  of  the  evening. 

Here's  a  torrid  one!  Bob  Morris  and  Art  Bimford, 
who,  as  the  Ambassadors,  wrote  You  Sophisticates  in 
last  month's  issue  of  The  Parrot,  decided  to  give  a  .  .  . 

party   .    .    .    and 

(this  part  was  censored.)    Is  this  the  simplicity  and 
naturalness  they  were   recommending? 

Rumor  hath  it,  although  Aunty  doesn't  believe  it, 
that  Jean  (yea  man)  Mitchell  and  Bill  Maloney  are 
married.  Interesting,  if  true,  to  use  that  trite  expres- 
sion. Jean  calls  the  Phi  Gam  house  and  asks  the  boys 
to  go  horseback  riding  with  her.  We  wonder  whether 
they  go  to  the  Congress  or  the  Palmer  House. 

It  seems  a  trifle  one-sided  in  the  case  of  the  Betty 
Mersbach-Jess  McAnally  romance.  Betty  gave  a  party 
for  the  basketball  team,  playing  opposite  Jess  as  host 
and  hostess.  However,  when  the  Sigma  Chi  party 
that  Aunty  told  you  about  came  along,  Jess  invited 
June  Clark.     Now  June,   not   wanting   to   cut   Sister 


Mersbach's  throat,  heroically  refused  the  invitation. 
Whereupon,  Jess  invited  Betty,  but  it  so  happens  that 
she  had  answered  the  phone  when  number  one  choice 
had  been  called,  so  she  also  refused.  Somebody  slipped 
up!    Better  luck  next  time,  Jess. 

Extra!  Ripley  please  copy — Jeanne  Gabriel  at  last 
has  been  initiated  into  dear  old  Delta  Gamma.  It  seems 
that  this  blonde  goddess  was  so  cocky  as  a  pledge  that 
the  D  Gees  made  her  (no  insinuations)  go  through 
Hell  Week  again  this  year.  Woods  Hinrichs  is  now 
thoroughly  convinced  that  he  is  number  one  in  that 
league,  but  Aunty  is  trying  to  recollect  if  Woods  got 
an  invite  to  the  D.  G.  Nite  Flop. 

We  understand  that  Ballard  (Punjab)  Bradley, 
Phi  Psi  menace,  was  burned  up  because  of  a  crack  in 
last  month's  Parrot.  Don't  kid  Aunty,  Beef,  you  gloat 
on  publicity! 

Reed  Babcock.  of  the  Phi  Delt  Plaza  on  the  Lake, 
and  Dotty  Paynter,  Theta,  have  been  taking  week- 
end excursions  which  cause  your  uncle's  wife  to  won- 
der. It's  mighty  phenomenal,  their  sudden  interest  in 
the  Anderson,  Ind.,  basketball  team  and  the  St.  Charles 
Conference. 

One  would  have  thought  that  Red  Nichols  and  his 
Pennies  were  playing  for  the  Waa-Mu  Show  opening 
night.  On  this  same  night,  Bob  Goman,  Chairman 
of  the  Enterprise,  sent  Harriet  Walker,  a  mighty  fine 
little  trooper,  a  dozen  roses.  This  same  young  lady 
is  taking  one  of  Bob's  fraternity  brothers,  Phil  Von 
Ammon.  to  the  D.  G.  Nite  Club 

Bryant  (I  think  FM  the  nuts)  Burton  was  seen  at 
the  show  the  opening  night  with  that  demure  little 
package,  Janet  Powers.  Alpha  Phi  neophyte.  We  won- 
der where  Peg  Gurley  was  that  night? 

Florence  LaCroix.  who  formerly  toted  the  pin  of 
Bill  Flynn.  golf  captain,  has  been  going  places  and 
doing  things  of  late  with  Jim  Thomas.  She's  taking  in 
the  Phi  Delt  parties,  but  has  invited  Clint  Leach.  Phi 
Kap  senior,  with  whom  she  has  never  had  a  date,  to 
the  Nite  Club.  Does  it  take  a  brick  house,  Jim.'' 

Budd  Gebhardt  has  been  having  a  pretty  Ginny 
time.    He  has  dated  Ginny  Chase,  Ginny  Burnham, 

and  Ginny  Reisterer.  We  are  told  a  sweet  young  thing 
said  to  him  the  other  day,  "Give  us  the  low-down, 
Budd.  is  your  mother's  name  Ginny i'" 

Get  a  load  o'  this — someone  called  up  Rusty  Orr  at 

(Continued  on  Page  20  ) 
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•  Just  as  annual  as  spring  itself  is  the  recurrence  of  the 
same  styles,  fabrics,  and  colors  for  Spring  dance  frocks, 
leaving  Madame  and  Betty  Coed  to  exercise  their  in- 
genuity to  find  a  formal  that's  different.  If  you've  the 
time  and  imagination,  you'll  actually  design  your  own 
gown  and  have  it  made.  If  not,  you'll  choose  one  for 
its  line  and  color,  and  by  creative  effort,  fit  it  to  your 
whim  and  personality.  Unusual  colors  in  accessories 
and  wrap,  a  new  clip,  or  a  clump  of  flowers  will 
make  the  most  ordinary  dress  belong  completely  to  you 
and  1935. 

The  style  may  be  softly  traditional  or  sleekly  mod- 
ern, but  must  conform  to  you  and  the  fabric.  The  only 
fundamental  of  line  is  that  there  must  be  fullness  in  the 
skirt — all  the  way  around  if  you  like,  but  preferably 
gathered  at  the  back  into  a  filmy  cascade.  Drapes  are 
fun,  especially  if  you  play  LeLong  and  make  them 
yourself.  They  may  be  hung  down  the  back,  tucked 
through  the  belt,  or  wound  around  the  neck,  but  they'll 
make  the  softest  folds  if  they're  of  crepe  buvard. 

Colors  may  be  subtle  or  pagan,  but  certainly  not 
ordinary.  Our  fancy  of  the  moment  is  a  shade  of  grey — 


smoke  or  pearl — in  some  filmy  fabric  to  be  combined 
with  tints  of  violet,  anything  from  American  Beauty 
to  flame  red,  or  a  very  special  yellow. 

As  to  fabric,  choose  your  own,  but  if  it's  mousseline, 
plait  it!  If  it's  a  print,  find  it  in  satin,  and  give  mystery 
to  the  design  by  covering  it  with  a  three-quarters  length 
jacket  of  dark  net. 

For  the  wrap,  you'll  want  a  cape  in  any  style  or  length 
— short,  if  you're  gay:  long,  with  a  hood  to  protect 
your  coiffure,  if  you're  daring  and  your  date  is  forgiv- 
ing. Speaking  of  men,  those  silent  martyrs  to  trains, 
we're  highly  in  favor  of  sparing  them  the  embarrass- 
ment of  fans,  though  VOGUE  recommends  them  in 
everything  from  crumpled  taffeta  to  glass. 

In  the  picture,  Franny  McDaniels.  Alpha  Phi,  wears 
a  dinner  dress  of  white  lace.  Its  jacket,  with  the  stand- 
up  collar,  slips  off  to  reveal  a  formal.  Vee  Rice,  Kappa, 
poses  in  starched  lace  with  plaited  detail  about  the 
neck  and  hem. 

And  here's  a  special  little  prayer — because  it's  spring 
again — for  a  dress  that  asks  for  violets,  and  a  man, 
who's  thoughtful  enough  to  send  them! 
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EXPOSE  (Continued  from  Page  i8) 

the  Piphy  Lodge  the  other  night  and  asked  her  to  get 
him  a  date  with  that  large  blonde  (meaning,  of  course, 
Gerry  Pletz) .  The  date  was  arranged,  and  Gerry  was 
all  atwitta.  We  are  curious  to  know  the  outcome. 
Don't  worry,  Gerry  can  take  care  of  herself! 

We  arc  sorry  to  have  to  incorporate  anything  this 
time  about  Clay  Hoffer  and  Howie  Rosenheim,  as  it's 
been  overdone  as  is,  but  we  like  this:  It  seems  that 
Howie  borrowed  a  car  in  which  to  take  the  fair  Clay 
to  the  Junior  Prom.  After  the  brawl,  these  two  em- 
inent people  were  the  victims  of  a  bit  of  balky 
transportation.  Austin  scholar  Rosenheim  simply 
couldn't  out-wit  that  automobile.  The  result  was — 
most  of  the  night  was  spent  driving  from  garage  to 
garage.  Clay  got  home  at  seven-thirty  in  the  morning. 
It  seems  to  Aunty  that  it  took  a  powerful  long  time  to 
fix  that  car.  Oh,  well,  what's  the  difference  as  long 
as  they're  healthy? 

Along  about  this  time  o'  year,  the  enrollment  of  the 
Vertebrata-Pisces  Teleostei  Club  {Fish  Club  to  you) 
usually  increases,  due  to  these  beautiful  Spring  eve- 
nings and  all  this  stuff  about  a  young  man's  fancy. 
Aunty  is  surprised  at  the  number  of  pins  that  have 
survived  the  cold  winter,  the  Shirley  Larson-Lyle 
Fisher  one  for  instance;  they  are  charter  members  of 
the  club,  and  take  it  from  your  Aunt,  they're  a  couple 
of  swell  people.  We  are  very  skeptical  as  to  what  hang- 
ing a  pin  around  these  parts  means.  Aunty  always  was 
one  to  think  it's  nothing  more  than  an  extension  of 
privileges  in  most  cases,  although  the  stooges  claim 
that  the  event  is  purely  on  the  up-and-up  with  regard 
to  Marty  Graham  and  Ginny  Turner.  There's  a  rumor 
that  all  the  dear  Phi  Psis  are  down  on  Harry  Moore, 
who  happens  to  be  the  only  one  with  a  pin  out  (prob- 
ably for  reasons  best  known  to  the  Phi  Psis).  The 
Phi  Delts.  on  the  other  hand,  have  parted  with  their 
jewelry  almost  one  hundred  percent;  this  would  tend 
to  verify  what  we  said  about  privileges,  wouldn't  it? 
Ellie  Barker  has  finally  decided  to  take  Bill  Young- 
clffus'  Do  You  pin  .  .  .  opportunity  knocks  but  once, 
Ellie.  Fiji  Del  Pendergrast  was  graduated  with  honors 
(so  he  says)  from  the  Fish  Club  some  two  months 
ago,  his  affinity  being  none  other  than  Patty  Frazier. 
of  Delta  Zeta.  Mary  Manley,  Alpha  Phi  Hell  Week 
chairman  (how  appropriate)  is  still  decorated  by  the 
badge  of  one  C.  Cotsworth,  a  Dartmouth  Beta.  As 
for  the  Bonnie  Donahue-Jay  Kurtz  affair,  we  have 
seen  them  upon  numerous  occasions  when  they  seemed 
to  be  doing  right  well.  Speaking  of  Delts,  we  under- 
stand that  they  are  contemplating  changing  the  name 
of  the  Del  Rio  to  the  Delto  Rio — not  a  bad  idea  at 
that! 

But  let's  give  pins  a  rest  (that's  about  the  only  giv- 
ing that  should  be  done  with  pins)  .  .  .  here's  a  silly 
one  .  .  .  Wade  (Esquire)  Nichols,  Phi  Gam,  took 
Edyth  Lou  (Society  Column)  Docekal  to  the  Grid- 
iron Hop  that  Saturday  night.  The  next  night,  Sun- 
day, she  had  a  date  with  Bo  Kreer,  Phisi.  So  far  so 
good  .  .  .  but,  on  Monday  Edy  broke  out  with  the 
measles.    Wade  and  Bo  sent  flowers  together,  clubby- 


like,  Wade's  card  reading  "Congratulations  on  your 
newly  arrival"  and  Bo's  "Bon  Voyage."  A  couple 
of  clever  boys,  we  don't  think  .  .  .  and  all  for  a  Pi  Phi. 

The  long  and  patient  bachelor  of  the  campus,  John 
Glenn,  has  fallen,  and  fallen  hard,  as  these  bachelors 
do.  The  girl  is  none  other  than  "Evy"  Shuman,  who 
has  been  seen  places  with  Ben  Handwork.  Evy  really 
keeps  'em  coming,  and  Ben,  who  is  careless  with  his 
women,  had  better  watch  out. 

Didn't  Cinny  Torcom  shake  a  mean  torso  in  "Good 
News.''"  She  is  a  product  of  E.  'F.  H.  S.,  where  she 
was  president  of  the  L.  O.  H.  Club,  which,  incident- 
ally, contains  some  mighty  fine  examples  of  feminine 
pulchritude.  If  a  few  of  these  little  belles  would  come 
to  our  alma  mother,  we'd  have  something  with  which 
to  back  up  that  silly  expression  "Northwestern  for  her 
pretty  girls." 

Stooge  R37  tells  us  that  Martha  Whalen  is  just  lost 
without  the  "Butcher,"  who  is  working  now.  Martha 
says  she  never  realized  how  much  time  she  spent  with 
George.  What's  that  about  absinthe  making  the  heart 
grow  fonder? 

Harry  (another  big  timer)  Leeper  wanted  his  pin 
back  for  about  a  week  and  then  it  would  be  all 
Patsy's  again.  But  Patsy,  knowing  Harry  a  little  too 
well,  said  nix.  Something  happened,  because  Harry 
finally  won,  and  was  so  anxious  to  forget  Patsy  that 
even  Johnnie  Wakeman's  measles  wouldn't  keep  him 
from  seeing  her. 

Wally  Merrill,  during  the  Show,  seemed  to  have  a 
complex  for  dashing  out  on  the  stage  just  before  he 
had  entirely  completed  the  process  of  donning  his 
panties,  much  to  the  amusement  of  the  chorines.  Very 
cheap  publicity,  Tom  Marlowe!  This  same  youth 
scrutinized  these  same  chorines,  and  then  decided 
upon  Eloise  Chase  as  the  lucky  one  for  him  to  date. 

Sally  (V-neck)  Owens  seems  to  be  getting  around 
as  much  as  ever.  Your  Aunt  Polly  thinks  Sal  and  Mr. 
Dionne  would  make  a  good  pair   (of  something). 

Pete  Reed  has  been  pestering  Jane  Spinney  for 
dates,  but  so  far  luck  has  been  agin  him.  Maybe  it's 
just  as  good,  as,  if  we  understand  correctly,  Virginia 
Weber  is  wearing  Pete's  pin. 

"Mac'Intosh  is  supposedly  madly  in  love  with 
"Lee"  Caesar  of  Alpha  Phi.  Watch  out,  Mac,  big  bad 
Al  Lind  has  his  eye  on  her,  too. 

Captain  Al  Kawal,  of  the  Beta  menagerie,  gave  the 
Evanston  cops  quite  a  bit  of  trouble  when  they  tried 
to  persuade  him  to  come  to  the  station  with  them. 
They  got  a  taste  of  how  tough  a  Wildcat  can  be! 

We  have  plenty  of  info  as  to  what  went  on  at  the 
Phi  Psi  Splash  party,  but  what's  the  use  of  putting  it 
in?  It  would  be  censored  anyway. 

Well,  beloved  readers,  this  is  where  your  old  Aunty 
came  in,  so  she'll  go  now.  A  fond  farewell,  and  be 
good,  or  we'll  be  seein'  you. 

Aunt  Polly  and  the  S.S.S. 
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So  a  pipe  tobacco  needs 

BOTH 

mildness  and  flavor 

THERE  are  a  lot  of  one-armed 
pipe  tobaccos  on  the  market. 
One  gives  you  the  tobacco  flavor 
you  want — but  it's  strong.  Another 
gives  you  mildness  that  lets  you 
smoke  as  much  as  you  want — but 
it's  tasteless. 

Buy  a  can  of  Edgeworth  today 
and   find   out  for  yourself  that 


there  is  one  pipe  tobacco  that  has 
BOTH  mildness  AND  flavor. 

How  do  we  do  it? 

This  way:  First,  we  use  the  best 


pipe  tobacco  that's  grown.  That 
gives  the  rich  tobacco  flavor  that 
every  pipe  smoker  loves.  Second, 
we  use  only  the  tender  leaves.  That 
gives  mildness. 


Edgeworth  is  made  for  pipes — and  pipes 
alone.  That  is  why  it  is  a  better  pipe  to- 
bacco— and  why  many  smokers  say  that 
Edgeworth's  long-burning  qualities  make 
it  cost  less  than  cheap  tobacco.  They  get 
more  smoking  hours  per  tin. 

Buy  Edgeworth  today  and  enjoy  mild- 
ness plus  flavor  plus  economy!  It  is  made 
and  guaranteed  by  Larus  &  Brother  Co., 
Richmond,  Va.,  Tobacconists  since  1877. 


EDGEWORTH    HAS   BOTH   MILDNESS  AND   FLAVOR 
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COLLEGIATE 

SMART  AA'D  STUA'N/NG 
COL  L  EG  I A  TE  ST) '/.  ES.  COR- 
RECT /\  OUTLI\E,  MOD- 
ESTLY TRICED  AND  EXCEL- 
LENT IN  ALL  DETAILS  OF 
TAILORING   AND   FABRIC 


AND  MORE 
READY-TO-PUT-ON 


TAILORED    AT    FASHION    PARK 


Chicago,  19  E.  Jackson  Blvd. 


New  York,  Fifth  Ave.  at  46th 
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•  Spring  holds  no  terrors  for  this  gimlet-eyed  warden  of  cor- 
rectness and  gentlemen's  gentleman  sans  peer,  sans  faute.  Thine 
is  not  to  reason  why,  thine  is  but  to  heed  the  discerning  eye  of 
this  holyman  of  Bond  Street  as  he  scans  the  latest  spring  attire 
— a  balmy  zephyr  carressing  his  smooth  untroubled  brow.  Noth- 
ing short  of  yellow  spats  and  red  waistcoat  (say.  "wes'cut") 
can  touch  the  old  blighter  now.  Spring  is  in  his  veins,  a  song 
is  in  his  heart  and  color  stands  in  high  favor. 

Here  is  Joe  Stefan,  erstwhile  golf  team  member,  present  track 
manager  and  the  man  who  introduced  the  Theta  ( Kappa  Alpha 
Theta)  element  into  Beta  Theta  Pi,  swinging  at  a  "Golf-King" 
golf  ball — compliments  of  Paul  Cummins  at  the  Co-Op.  The 
swing  might  not  be  so  good  but  Jevvons  insists  that  no  golf 
course  is  complete  without  at  least  one  outfit  like  this. 

Joe  IS  wearing  a  pair  of  brown  slacks  with  gray  gun-club 
checks  .  .  .  plaited  top  .  .  .  baggy  legs  accentuated  by  an  outside 
welt  seam.  His  sports  jacket  is  the  Hileah  model  introduced  by 
a  popular  movie  actor.  It  is  a  gray  worsted  flannel  with  phantom 
check.  The  shirred  back  has  an  inverted  plait  and  half-belt. 
The  kit-bag  pockets  with  button-down  flaps  are  large  enough 
to  accommodate  tees,  balls  or  a  couple  of  extra  caddies.  Under 
the  jacket  is  a  brushed  wool  sleeveless  sweater  with  "U"  neck. 
Brown  buckskin  Blucher  brogues  with  crepe  soles  complete  the 
outfit.  See  Ollie  Nichols  at  MacFARLAND'S  for  further 
details. 

Finchley's  are  also  showing  some  new  styles  in  sports  coats  to 
be  worn  with  odd  slacks.  A  new  dinner  jacket  is  being  worn  with 
summer  formal  this  year.  It  is  a  white  Palm  Beach  double- 
breasted  with  shawl  collar  like  last  spring's,  but  the  overlap  side 
buttons  down  with  only  one  button. 

Here  is  a  picture  of  Elsworth  Vines  reaching  for  something 
and  finding  the  CO-OP'S  tennis  equipment  THERE  with  the 
goods. 


By  CHUCK  WIEDEMAN 
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People  often  ask  what  has  become  of  Henry.  It's 
rather  embarrassing:  you  see  I  don't  know.  Henry  was 
my  husband  and  so  of  course  people  are  always  ask- 
ing, "What  has  become  of  Henry?"  I  know  where  I 
saw  him  last  but  I  couldn't  really  say  what's  become 
of  him  because  .  .  .  well  how  does  a  woman  ever  know 
what  a  man  does  when  she  turns  her  back? 

Henry  didn't  have  any  vices  to  speak  of.  He  always 
came  regular  to  meals,  and  he  didn't  smoke  in  the  house 
unless  he  asked  first.  But  he  did  have  bad  habits,  like 
using  the  guest  towels  for  shaving  though  I  always 
say  men  will  be  men. 

Henry  did  do  one  thing  that  I  could  never  get  used 
to,  try  as  I  might:  he  used  to  like  to  knock  the  children's 
heads  against  the  wall. 

"Now,  Henry,"  I  would  say,  "what  did  you  do  that 
for?"  "I  dunno,  Maude,"  he'd  say,  'but  sometimes  I 
just  feel  like  seeing  if  they'll  bawl,  I  guess,  there  ain't 
ever  been  no  cry  babies  in  the  Martin  family  yet." 

"Well,  "   I  says,   "it's  right  hard   to  cry   when  you 


haven't  got  no  back  to  your  head."  And  then  we'd 
both  laugh. 

The  last  time  I  saw  Henry  was  when  I  came  home 
from  church  one  night  and  found  out  that  he'd  smashed 
Georgie  all  over  the  new  parlor  carpet.  I  was  mad. 
We'd  just  got  the  carpet  and  it  wasn't  paid  for  yet, 
and  there  was  all  that  mess  all  over  it. 

I  figured  I'd  find  Henry  down  in  the  furnace  room 
because  Henry  is  a  Christian  soul  and  he  always  did 
believe  in  cremation.  I  was  right:  he  was  there  and  the 
furnace  was  burning  real  good.  "Well,"  I  says.  "Just 
a  minute.  Mother,"  he  said  (he  always  called  me  Moth- 
er), "I  gotta  clean  up  a  little  down  here."  "Have  you 
seen  how  you  left  it  up  stairs?"  I  asked,  kind  of  mad, 
"why  didn't  you  clean  up  the  parlor."  "Why  don't 
you  clean  it  up  yourself,"  he  comes  back  brash. 

Well,  that  got  me  irritated  so  I  opened  the  furnace 
door  and  pushed  Henry  in.  He  didn't  say  much. 

That  was  the  last  time  I  saw  Henry,  looking  at  me 
out  of  one  of  those  little  isinglass  windows. 

I  don't  know  what's  become  of  Henry  now. 

— Pelican. 


Any  of  you  gentlemen  ever  take  statistics?' 


QdorVr 
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QUITE  UTTER  (Continued  from  Page  17) 

of  the  British  and  Japanese  delegations  jumped  to  their 
feet  and  admitted  they  also  wore  false  teeth,  but  had 
not,  as  yet,  said  anything  about  keeping  free  from 
foreign  entanglements  in  their  respective  countries.  As 
a  result,  the  conference  was  thrown  into  a  hopeless 
deadlock,  and  little  action  was  expected  until  the  arrival 
of  One  Eye  Connolly,  who  was  recently  appointed  to 
the  American  delegation  after  achieving  world-wide 
fame  by  crashing  the  gate  at  the  Saar  Plebiscite. 


Who  was  that  laity  I  saw  you  with  last  night  r 
That  was  no  laity,  that  was  a  vicar. 


"Angel,  dear,  you're  like  Heaven  in  my  arms.  " 
"Yes,  I  know,  but  where'd  you  get  the  idea  I  was 
a   harp?"  — Exchange 


Who  was  that  lady  I  saw  you  with  last  night? 
That  was  no  lady,  she  was  Tri-Delt. 


Editor:   Have  you  ever  read  proof? 
Frosh:  No,  who  wrote  it? 


Dial 


They  were  dancing  lightly  and  he  held  her  tightly 
in  his  manly  arms.  He  closed  his  eyes  for  a  time  and 
danced  here  and  there  in  ecstacy.  She  looked  up  into 
his  face  and  suddenly  his  eyes  opened.  The  music 
stopped. 

"Come,  let's  go  out  on  the  porch,"  he  muttered 
thickly.  He  stole  a  glance  at  his  partner.  Never  had 
he  seen  so  ravishing  a  beauty.  He  took  her  in  his 
arms. 

"Oh,  darling,  I  love  you.  Say  you'll  be  mine." 
She  looked  again  into  his  eyes. 

"I'm  not  rich  like  John  Brown,  and  I  haven't  a  car, 
or  a  home,  but  I  do  love  you  and  want  you  terribly." 

Two  soft,  snowy-white  arms  reached  around  his 
neck,  and  two  ruby  lips  whispered  in  his  ear;  "Where 
is  this  man  Brown."  — Princeton  Tiger 


Q. :  "What  would  be  the  proper  thing  to  say  if,  in 
carving  the  duck,  it  should  skid  off  the  platter  and 
into  your  neighbor's  lap?  " 

A.:  "Be  very  courteous.  Say,  'May  I  trouble  you 
for  that  duck?'  "  — Reserve  Red  Cat 


HORSE    AND    B\JGGY(Contmued  from  Page  13) 

university  women.  As  an  organization  to  unite  North- 
western women  into  a  definite  purpose,  it  has  no  in- 
fluence. Activities  are  an  integral  and  necessary  part  of 
school  life,  if  they  fill  their  purpose  I  As  they  stand  now 
they  remain  a  list  of  ineffectual  farces! 

Northwestern  needs  coordination.  It  is  slowly  re- 
solving into  a  disintegrated  mass  of  students  interested 
in  their  own  particular  groups'  The  main  reason  is 
that  we  have  no  place  wherein  the  entire  school  can  be 
assembled.  Who  can  expect  students  used  to  fine 
orchestras,  and  good  nightclubs,  to  enjoy  dancing  on 
the  basketball  floor  in  a  gym  decorated  with  the  same 
amateur  trappings  used  for  the  last  party!  When  there 
are  free  moments  between  classes,  where  must  we  go? 
To  Hoos,  Cooleys,  fraternity  houses  or  perhaps  that 
little  white  home  on  the  east  that  somebody  with  a 
sense  of  humor  called  the  Student  Building !  Practically 
every  campus  in  the  middle  west  has  a  Union  Building. 
Michigan  has  two!  Northwestern  is  beginning  to 
realize  that  it  must  have  one. 

The  sorority  girls  proved  that  in  three  years  a  dozen 
groups  could  raise  a  total  of  $  1  80.000  for  their  houses. 
It  meant  work,  but  they  wanted  those  buildings,  and 
they  got  them.  Northwestern  has  eighty-two  activities 
on  campus.  Each  group  has  its  own  field  of  interest. 
With  eighty-two  organizations  and  four  classes  with 
their  respective  officers  and  commissions  we  should 
have  enough  material  to  raise  $500,000  in  three  years. 
Before  the  project  was  half  under  way  we  would  have 
the  school  so  closely  united  in  a  common  cause  that 
snobbishness  and  politics  would  be  forgotten. 

Imagine  a  spacious  building,  with  a  great  lounge, 
headquarters  for  all  activities  and  rooms  for  meetings, 
an  auditorium  large  enough  to  house  the  Waa-Mu 
show,  convocations,  lectures,  etc.,  rooms  for  commu- 
ters, a  food  shop,  and  above  all,  a  ball  room  large 
enough  for  our  most  elaborate  school  parties. 

Then  visualize  the  rise  of  interest  in  activities.  There 
would  no  longer  be  figureheads  for  class  officers — ener- 
getic people  trying  to  fill  their  time  with  temporary 
and  vacant  projects.  For  the  first  time  in  years  the 
entire  school  would  have  a  single  purpose. 


"Boy,  I'm  scared!  I  just  got  a  letter  from  a- man 
telling  me  he'd  shoot  me  if  I  didn't  stay  away  from 
his  wife." 

"Well,  all  you  have  to  do  is  stay  away  from  his 
wife." 

"Yeah,  but  he  didn't  sign  his  name." 

— The  Stoic 


OBLIGING 
House  Mother:    "Young  man,   we  turn  the  lights 
off  at  10:30!" 

Freshman:   "Oh  boy,  that'll  be  keen." 

— Colorado  Dodo 


Chem.  Prof.:  Come,  come,  give  me  the  answer, 
please. 

Student:  I  can't  say  it  but  it's  on  the  tip  of  my 
tongue. 

'Nother  Student:  My  God.  don't  swallow  it — it's 
arsenic.  — Voo  Doo 
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What  was  that  oboe  I  saw  you  playing  with  last 
night? 

That  was  no  oboe,  that  was  my  fife. 

And  for  this,  the  most  insipid  of  the  "who  was  that 
lady"  jokes,  goes  the  box  of  Life  Savers  to  Paul  Carrol. 


Optician — "Weak  eyes  have  you?  Well,  how  many 
lines  can  you  read  on  that  chart'" 

Patient — "What  chart?"  — Puppet 


'You're   not   going   to   walk   home   in   that   condi- 


Who   was  that   lady   I   saw   you   with   last   night? 
That  was  no  saw.  it  didn't  have  teeth. 

— Exchange 


He  came  in  and  sat  down  alongside  of  her.  He 
was  a  cleancut.  good-looking  chap.  She  smiled  at 
him.  The  place  was  deserted.  In  a  low  tone  he  said: 
"Please  give  me  what  you  gave  me  last  night." 

She  hesitated,  looked  wildly  about  her  and  sudden- 
ly cried  out:  "Sunnyside  up  on  toast  ana  cuppa  coffee." 

— Tiger 


'Hie!  Coursh  not.  Gonna  drive."        — Showme 


Until  the  atlvent  of  firearms  many  weddings  were 
a  case  of  beau  and  error.  — Punch  Bowl 


Girl  in  Student  House:  I  think  it  is  positively  dis- 
gusting the  way  those  fellows  in  the  frat  house  across 
the  street  give  a  show  every  night  when  they  go  to 
bed.     It  is  absolutely  immoral. 

Dean  of  Women:  But  looking  down  from  the  win- 
dow I  don't  see  anything. 

Girl  in  Student  House:  I  know,  not  from  there. 
But  put  that  chair  on  the  desk,  get  on  it  and  lean 
way  over  to  the  left  and  tell  me  what  you  see. 

— Exchange 


Prof:  The  boys  were  so  entranced  this  morning 
that  they  remained  in  my  class  all  through  the  din- 
ner hour. 

Wife:   Why  didn't   you   wake  them  up? 

— Skipper 


"The  Phi  Delt  bathtub  has  been  disconnected  for 
a  monthl" 

"Why  haven't  they  fixed  it?" 
"Nobody's  found  out  about  it  yet." 

— Colgate  Banter 


A  woman  died  and  appeared  at  the  gates  of  paradise. 
St.  Peter  answered  her  knock  and  asked,  "What  can 
I  do  for  you,  madam?" 

The  woman  replied  that  she  was  looking  for  her 
husband. 

"Well,  what  was  your  husband's  name'"  he  asked. 

"Jones." 

"Oh,  but  we  have  fourteen  million  Joneses  here. 
What  was  his  first  name?" 

"Charlie  Jones." 

"But  we  have  seven  million  Charlie  Joneses  here. 
What  does  he  look  like?" 

"Oh,  little  and  thin  and  bald." 

"One  million  Charlie  Joneses  answer  that  descrip- 
tion. Can  you  tell  me  anything  more  about  him?" 

The  woman  thought  a  while  and  then  said:  "Well, 
when  he  died,  he  told  me  that  if  ever  I  was  unfaithful 
to  him,  he  would  turn  over  in  his  grave." 

"Oh,"  St.  Peter  exclaimed.  "I  know  who  you 
mean.  Up  here  we  call  him  Whirling  Jones.  " 

— Punch  Bowl 


"Why  do  they  call  you  Morphine?" 

"Because  I  come  from  a  wild  poppy." — Red  Cat 


"I  thought  you  said  you  was  going  to  send  us  a 
chicken  for  dinner  Sunday?  " 

"So  I  was,  but  it  got  better."  — Pelican 


When  I.  in  retrospect,  recall  pleasures  of  a  summer's 

night: 
How    the    ever-playing    moonbeams    smoothed    your 

hair  with  silvern   light. 
And  above  us — in   the  shadows — stars   were  nesting 

in  the  trees: 
As  we  kissed  I  felt  your  heart  skip — seemed  to  flut- 

er  with  the  breeze: 
How  the  moon  discreetly  left  us — am   I   thoroughly 

to  blame 
If,    when   I   recall    these   pleasures,    I    neglect   to   place 

your  name?  — J.  H.  \V. 


"Would  you  give  ten  cents  to  help  the  Old  Ladies' 
Home?" 

"What!  Are  they  out  again?"  — Exchange 

HOLD  YOUR  OWN  STUBS 

He:    "I'm  keeping  a  record  of  all  our  good  times, 
sweetheart." 
She:  A  diary? 
He:   "No.  A  checkbook."  — Exchange 
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WOMEN 
Bad  men 

Want  their  women 
To  be  like  cigarettes 
In  a  case. 

Just  so  many,  all  slender  and  trim, 
Waiting  in  a  row 
To  be  selected,  set  aflame,  and, 
When  their  fire  has  died. 
Discarded. 

More  fastidious  men 

Prefer  women 

Like  cigars: 

These  are  more  exclusive 

Look  better,  and  last  longer. 

If  the  brand  is  good 

They  aren't  given  away. 

Nice  men 

Treat  women 

Like  pipes. 

And  become  attached  to  them; 

Knock  them  gently  but  lovingly. 

And  care  for  them  always. 

No  man  shares  his  pipe.       — Texas   Ranger 

4 

OF  COURSE 
Professor:  Boys,  are  you  passing  notes  back  there' 
Rear  of  Room:   These  aren't  notes,   they're  dollar 
bills:  we're  shooting  craps. 
Professor:  Oh.  pardon  me. 

— Treaty  of  Versailles 


She:  How  is  it  that  you  pet  so  divinely  after  you've 
taken  a  few  drinks? 

He:  That's  because  I  drink  rubbing  alcohol. 

— Rammer  Jammer 


Wife  (   to  late  returning  husband) — "Is   that  you 
John?" 

John — "It'd  better  be."         — Penn  State  Froth 


Some  men  reduce  by  exercising — others  eat  at  fra- 
ternity houses. 

It's  just  barely  possible  that  embalming  fluid  might 
be  termed  near-bier. 

The    success    of   your    entire    college    year    depends 
upon  the  way  you  say  good  night. 

Hell  has  been  raised  so  often  that  it   will   get  an 
awful  jolt  when  it  is  dropped. 

Two  can  live  as  cheaply  as  one  can  pay  alimony. 

All    America    is    divided    into    three   parts — square 
miles,  square  people,  and  square  heads. 

— Texas  Ranger 


DO    YOU   REQUIRE   A    BODIFORM,   A 
SENSATION,  A  VANITY  or  a  SNUGFIT 

-^^.  All-in-One  or  Girdle 

With  Garters  for  General  Wear, 
Without   for   Formal. 

Have  Foundation  in  White  this  Easter 

Visit  the 

CORSET  SALON 

720 '/z   Clark  Street,  Evanston 

G.  Dahi.bye  Petersen 

University  1878 


A  NEW  PLACE  TO  GO.' 

.4fter  school,  after  the  dance,  after 
the  show  or  any  time.  Evanston's 
cutest  and  coziest  eating  place. 


LUNCHEON 
DINNER  .  .  . 


35c-45c 
60c-90c 


Open    every    day    until    1    a.  m. 
Fridav  and  Saturdav   til  3  a.  m. 


SPECIAL— Barbecued   Beef,  Pork  or 
with  French  Fries  and  Cole  Slaw 


25c 


THE  PICCANINNY  BARBECUE 

Foi-  prompt  delivery  service — (IREenleaj  9311 

1618  Ghicago  Ave.,  Opp.  North  Shore  Hotel 


fiiftex. 


PERSONAL  STATIONERY 

The  New  Sample  Book  is  here,  showing  hun- 
dreds of  smart  new  styles  in  personal  printed 
stationery.  Rytex  quality  is  maintained  in  all 
the  new  lines.  Come  up  to  see  them  some 
time.    Most  styles  $1,  including    printing. 


April  Special 

RYTEX  FEATHER— Printed  stationery  with  a 
foreign  accent.  A  fine  lightweight  sheet  with 
lots  of  crackle.  Sheets  and  envelopes  are 
printed  with  your  name  and  address  in  blue, 
brown,  green  or  gray.  Envelopes  have  printed 
linings  in  colors  to  match. 

50    double    sheets 
and    50   envelopes 

Including     printing    on    sheets    and    envelopes. 


$1 


Lloyd 
Hollister  Inc. 


1232-36  Central  Avenue,  Wilmette 
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■CHAN"  STERLING      "JOHNNY"  WALKER 


invite  you  fo 


THE 


HUT 

724  Clark 
Greenleaf  9490 

WE  DELIVER 


What  you  want,  when  and  where  you  want  it 


TYPING 

Themes  Theses  Manuscripts 

Quickly,  Accurately 

Since  1918  for  Students  and  Faculty 

Multlgraphing     Mimeographing    Addressing 

Evanston  Letter  Service 

615  Davis  Street  University  6145 


Application 
Photographs 

We  have  designed  a 
unique  style  for  your 
application  pictures: 
right  size,  right  finish, 
reasonably   priced 


Eugene  L  Ray 

Official  Photographer  for 
Northwestern    University 

Studio:  1606  Chicago  Ave. :  Uni.  2238 


Who  was  that  lady  I  saw  you  in  the  alley  with 
last  night? 

That  was  no  alley,  that  was  Elaine. 


"Move  that  car  along." 
"Don't  get  fresh — I'm  a  Delta." 

"I  don't  care  if  you  were  a  whole  peninsula.  Move 

that  wreck."  — Sun  Dial 


Cop:  "How  did  you  knock  this  pedestrian  down?" 
Motorist:    "I  didn't  knock  him  down.  I  just  pulled 

up  to  him.  stopped  my  car  and  waited  to  let  him  pass. 

He  fainted."  — Red  Cat 


Wise  Guy — What  is  the  most  deadly  fluid i" 
Chemical    Student  —  Potassium    Cyanide,    because 

you're  dead  as  soon  as  it  touches  you. 

Wise  Guy — Wrong:  embalming  fluid:  you're  dead 

before  it  touches  you.  — Yellow  Jacket 


The  search  for  a  young  lady  unfortunately  drowned 
had  been  postponed  until  the  morrow  because  of  the 
fading  twilight.  On  the  way  up  from  the  lake  this 
conversation  took  place: 

Sigma  Chi:  "Did  you  mark  the  spot  where  the 
girl  disappeared?" 

Beta:  "Yes.  I  cut  a  notch  in  the  rowboat  seat." 

Sigma  Chi;  "Why,  you  derned  fool,  suppose  they 
take  another  boat."  — Yellow  Jacket 


If  it's  funny  enough  to  tell  it's  been  told,  if  it  hasn't 
been  told  it's  too  clean,  and  if  it's  dirty  enough  to 
interest  a  frosh,  the  editor  gets  kicked  out  of  school. 

— Kitty  Kat 


They  say  there's  microbes  in  a  kiss. 

This  rumor  is  most  rife. 

Come,   lady  dear,   and  make  of  mc 

An  invalid  for  life.  — Exchange 


An  old  negro  was  explaining  to  his  congregation 
the  difference  between  faith  and  knowledge. 

"Now,  my  breden."  he  said,  "hit's  like  dis:  Dar's 
Brudder  Johnsing  a-sittin  on  de  front  seat  wid  Sister 
Johnsing  and  de  five  little  Johnsings.  She  knows  dey's 
her  chillen — dat's  knowledge.  He  believes  dey's  his 
chillen — dat's  faith."  — Exchange. 


I 
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Who  was  that  lady  I  saw  in  the  PARROT  office? 
That  was  no  lady.    That  was  the  editor. 


COLLEGE  STRIFE 
My  folks  told  me  not  to  smoke, 
I  don't. 

They  told  me  not  to  go  out 
With  naughty  girls, 
I  don't. 

Some  guys  kiss  and  neck  and 
Pet  and  chew  and  drink  and  stay  out 
Late  at  night, 
I  don't. 

I  bet  you  think  I  don't  have  fun, 
I  don't.  — Exchange 


COMPLETELY  FORGOTTEN 
She:   "But  remember  my  modesty!" 
He:   "Oh,  yeah — remember?"  — Malteaser 


The  boy  stood  on  the  burning  deck 

With  his  arms  around  her  neck. 
When   she   looked   into  his  eyes,    by   heck. 

The  boy  was  burning,  not  the  deck! 

— Green  Gander 


Doctor:   "The  best  thing  you  can  do  is  to  give  up 
cigarettes,  liquor  and  women." 

Patient:  "What's  the  next  best  thing?" 

— Kansas  Sour  Owl 


Webster  says   that   taut   means   tight.    I   guess   Eve 
been  taut  quite  a  bit  in  this  school  after  all. 

— Exchange 


The  head  of  the  store  was  passing  through  the 
packing  room  and  saw  a  boy  lounging  against  a 
box  whistling  cheerfully. 

"How  much  do  you  get  a  week?"  he  asked. 

"Ten  dollars,  sir." 

"Here's  a  week's  pay — get  out." 

When  he  next  saw  the  foreman,  he  asked,  "When 
did  we  hire  that  boy?" 

"We  never  hired  him;  he  just  brought  in  a  package 
from  another  firm."  — Log 


Student — These  university  professors  don't  know 
a  thing!  Why,  not  a  one  of  them  could  teach  and  get 
away  with  it  anywhere  else.  They're  just  dumb — 
why,  they  oughta  get  a  whole  new  teaching  staff! 

Other — Yeh,  I  flunked,  too.  — Scope 


WHEN  A  SMELLER 

/  /.  A  ^        / 
NEEDS  AiFRIEND/ 


THE  hound's  nose  was  keen  and  alert. 
The  hunter's  pipe  was  strong  and 
neglected.  So  the  rahhit  trotted  safely 
back  to  his  home  and  missus. 

A  tew  pipe  cleaners  and  a  tin  of  mild, 
fragrant  tobacco  like  Sir  Walter  Raleigh 
would  have  put  a  happier  ending  to  the 
hunt.  Sir  Walter's  an  extremely  gentle 
tobacco,  a  blend  ot  Kentucky  Burleys 
fragrant  as  the  woods  in  spring  and  mild 
as  a  May  morning.  Well-aged,  slow- 
burning,  it  has  become  a  national  favorite 
in  mighty  short  order.  Try  a  tin.  You'll 
find  it  kept  fresh  in  heavy  gold  foil. 

Browa  &  Williamson  Tobacco  Corporation 
Louisville,  Kentucky.  Dept.W  -5  } 

....  FREE 
BOOKLET 

tells  how  to  make 
your  pipe  taste 
better,  sweeter. 
"Write  for  a  copy. 


If^S    1  5  f^  — AND  IT'S  MILDER 


.%  ♦ 


